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ADVERTISEMENT. 


It is hoped the Liberty that is taken with 
this celebrated Play of Ben Jonſon, in 
omitting ſome Scenes, and Speeches, 
and in adding what was neceſſary for 
Connexion, and a whole Scene in the 
Fourth Act, will be excuſed; as the 
Diſtance of 150 Years had render'd 

ſome of the Humour too obſolete to- 
be hazarded in the Repreſentation at 
preſent. 
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At the Revival of Every Man in bis 


Humour. 


Spoken by Mr. GAR RICK, 


EN ITICKS! your Favour is our Author's Rig. 
The Well-known Scenes, we ſhall preſent to-night, 
Are no weak Efforts of a modern Pen, 

But the ſtrong 7 ouches % immortal Ben; 

A 1ough old Bard, whoſe honeſt Pride diſdain'd 

Applauſe itſelf unlſi by Merit gain d 
And wwou'd to-night your ad Praiſe diſclaim, 


— nd 


Shox'd bis great Shade perceive the doubtful Fame, 

Not to bis Labours granted, but his Name, 

Boldly he wwrote, and boldly told the Age, 

© He dar'd net priflitute the uſeful Sages 

« Or purchaſe their Delight at ſuch a Rate, 

« As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate : 

« But rather begg'd they wau'd be pleai d to ſee 
From him, ſuch Plays, as other Plays fhou'd be : 
Mou d learn from him to ſcorn a motley Scene, 

« And leave their Monſters, to be pleas'd with Men. 
Thus ſpoke the Bard And tho" the Times are chang'd, 
Since his free Muſe, for Fools the City rang d; 

And Satire had not then appear'd in State, 

To laſh the finer Follies of the Great; 

tet let not Prejudice infect your Mind, 

Nor ſlight the Gold, becauſe not quite refin'd ; 

With no falſe Niceneſs this Performance wiew, 

Nor damm for Low, whete'er is juft and true: 

Sure to thoſe Scenes ſome Honour ſhou'd be paid, 

Which Cambden patroniz'd, and Shakeſpear play'd ; 
Nature was Nature then, and flill ſurvives ; 

The Garb may alter, but the Subſtance lives. 

Lives in this Play———Wwhere each may find complete, 
His pictur d Se. Then favour the Deceitom——— 
Kindly forget the hundred Years between ; 

Become old Britons, and admire old Ben, 
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The Perſons of the Play. 


Kitcly, a Merchant. 

Captain Bobadil. 

Kno'well, an eld Gentleman. 

Ed. Kno'well, bis Son. 

Brain-worm, the Father's Man. 

Mr. Stephen, a Country Gull. 
Downright, a plain 'Sgquire. 

Well-bred, his half Brother. 

J«ftice Clement, an eld merry. Magiſtrate 
Roger Formal, 41; Clerk. 


Dame Kiely. 


Mrs. Bridget, Sifter to Kitely. 
Nr. Matthew, the Town Gull. 
Caſh, Kitely' Man 

Cob, a Vater bearer. 


Tib, Ii Mie. 


Mr. Garrick. 
Mr. Woodward. 
Mr. Berry. 
Mr.. Rofs, 

Mr. Yates. 
Mafter Vernon, 
Mr. Braniby. 
Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Taſwell. 
M-. Coſtello. 
Ari. Davies. 
Miſi Minors, 
Mr. Vaughan. 
M.. Blakes. 
Mr. Mozeen.- 
Mrs. Croſs. 
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SCENE, A Court-yard before KNo*'wELL's 
Houſe. 


Enter KNo'wEL.L and BRAIN WORM. 


Kno'wWeELL. 
X EAN GOODLY Day toward! and a freſh 


A Morning! Brain worm, 
* A of Call up your young Maſter: bid him riſe, 


Sir. 
XT Tell him, I have ſome Buſineſs to employ 
him, 
. Brg, I will, Sir, preſently, 
Kno. But hear you, Sirrah, 
If he be at his Book, diſturb bim not. 
Bre. Well, Sir. (Exit, 
Kno. How happy, yet, ſhould I elteem myſelf | 
Could 1 (by any Practice) wean the Boy 
From one vain courfe of Study, he affects. 
He is a Scholar, if a Man may trult 
The liberal Voice of Fame in her Report, 
Of good account, in both our Univer/itres ; 
Either of which hath favour'd him with Graces: * 
But their Indulgence mult not ſpring in me 
A fond Opinion, that he cannot err, 
Myſelf was once a Student; and, indeed, 5 7 ud 
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Fed with the ſelf-ſame Humour, he is now, 
Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry, 
That fruitleſs, as unproheable Art, 
Good unto none, but leaſt to the Profeſſors, : 
Which, then, I thought the Miſtreſs of all Knowledge: 
But ſince Time, and the Truth have wak'd my Judgment, 
And Realon taught me bettzr to diſtinguiſh 
The vain from th' uſeful Learnings. 
Eater Maſter Stephen. 

Coufin Szephen ? | 
What News with you, that you are here fo early? 

Step. Nothing, but e'en come to ſee how you do, 
Uncle. 

Ruo. That's kindly done, you are welcome, Coz. 

Step. Ay, I know that, Sir, I would not ha' come elſe. 
How do my Couſin Edward, Uncle? + 

Kno. O, well, Coz' go in and fee: I doubt he be 


| ſcarce ſtirring yet. 


Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an' he 
have c'er a Book of the Sciences of Hawking and Hum- 
ing? I would fain borrow it 

Kno. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, wilt 
vou? 

Step. No wuſſe; but I'll practiſe againſt the next year, 
Uncle, I have bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, and 
Belle, and all;. Lack nothing but a Bock. to keep it by. 

Kno. O, moſt ridiculous, | 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry,. Uncle: 


| why, you know, an' a Man have not Skill in the hawk- 


ing and hunting Languages now-a-days, 1'l] not give a 
ruſh for him They are more ſtudied than the Gree, or 
the Latin. He is for no Gallant's Company without em. 
And by Gad's-lid 1 ſcorn it, I, ſo I do, to be a Conſort 
for every Hum+Drum, hang em Scroyls, there's nothing 
in 'em, 1 the World. What do you talk on it? Becauſe. 
I dwell at Hog/don, Lihall kecp company with none but 
the Archers of Fin/bury? or the Citizens, that come a 
ducking to Hingten Ponds? A fine Jelt i'fath! Slid, a. 
Gentleman mus ſhow himſelf like a Gentleman, Uncle, 
I pray you be not angry, I know what I have to do, L 
wow, Iam no Novice. | _ 
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Kno. You are a prodigal abſurd Coxcomb: Go to. 

Nay never look at me, it's I that ſpeak. 

Take't as you will, Sir, I'll not flatter you. 

Ha' you not yet found means enow, to walte 

Tha, which your Friends have left you, but you muſt. 
Go caſt away your Money on a Kite, 

And know not how to keep it, when you've done? 

O it's comely! this will make you a Gentleman! 
Well, Couſin, well! 1 ſee you are een paſt hope 

Of all Reclaim. Ay, ſo, now you're told on it, 

You. look another way. 

Suep. What would you ha' me do? 

Kno. What would I have you do? Il tell you, Kinſman. 
Learn to be wiſe, and practiſe how to thrive, | 
That would I have you do: and not to ſpend 
Your Coin on every Bawble, that you. fanſy, . 
Or every fooliſh Brain, that hamours you. 

I. would not have you to invade each Place, 
Nor thruit yourſelf on all Societies, 

Till Mens Aﬀettions, or your own Deſert, 
Should worthily invite you to your Rank. 

He that is ſo reſpeRtleſs in his Courſes, 

Oft ſells his Reputation at cheap Market. 
Nor would |, you. ſhould melt away yourſel* 
In flaſhing Bravery, leſt while you affect 

To make a Blaze of Gentry. to the World, 
A little Puff of Scorn extinguiſh it, 

And you be left, like an uniavory Snuff, 

W hole Property is only to offend. 

I'd ha' you ſober and contain yourlelf; 

Not, that your Sail, be bigger than your Boat; 
But mod'rate your Expences now (at firſt) 

As you may keep the ſame Proportion ſtill. 
Nor, ſtard fo much on. your Gentility. 


Which is an acry, and mere borrow'd thing, 


From dead Mcn: Duſt, and Bones, and none of yours 
Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here? 
Enter a Servant, 
Serv, Save you, Gentlemen. x 
Step. Nay, we do not ſtand much on our Gentility, 
Friend; yet, you are welcome; and I aſſure 1 
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Uncle here is a Man of a Thouſand a Year, Middleſex 
Land: he has but one Son in all the World, 1 am his next 
Heir (at the common Law) Matter Stephen, as ſimple as 
I ſtand here; if my Couſin die (as there's hope he will.) I 
have a pretty Living o' my own too, beſide, hard by here. 

Serv In good time, Sir. 

Step. In good time, Sir, why? and in very good time, 
Sir. You do not flout, Friend, do you? | 

Serv, Not I, Sir. 

Step. Not you, Sir? you were not beſt, Sir; an' you 
ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that quickly 
too: go to. And they can give it again ſoundly too, 
and need be 

Serv, Why, Sir, let this ſatisfy you: good faith, I 
had no ſuch Intent. 

Step. Sir, an' I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that preſently, 

Serv. Good Maſter Stephen, ſo you may, Sir, at your 
pleaiure. | 

Step. And ſo I would Sir, good my ſaucy Companion! 
an' you were out o' my Uncle's Ground, I can tell you; 
though I do not ſtand upon my Gentility neither in't. 

Kno. Couſin! Couſin! will this ne'er be left? 

Step. Whorſon baſe Fellow? a mechanical ſerving- man! 
By this Cudgel, and "were not for ſhame, I would 

Kno. What would you do, you peremptory Gull? 

If you cannot be quiet, get you hence, 

You ſee, the honelt Man demeans himſelf 

Modeltly to'ards you, giving no Reply 

To your unſeaſon'd, quarrelling, rude Faſhion! 

And ſtill you huff it, with a kind of Carriage, 

As void of Wit, as of Humanity. 

Go, get you in; 'fore Heaven, I am aſham'd 

Thou hait a Kinſman's Intereſt in me. [Frist Step. 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, is this Maſter Lats Houle? 

Nuo. Yes, marry, is it, Sir. 

Serv. I ſhould enquire for a Gentleman here, one 
Maſter Edward Kno'well: Do you know any ſuch, Sir, 
I pray you? 

Ko. I ſhould forget myſelf elſe, Sir, 

Serv, Are you the Gentleman? cry you mercy, * 


A 
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J was requir'd by a Gentlemen i' the City, as I rode out 
at this end of the Town, to deliver you this Letter, Sir. 

Kno To me, Sir! [To his molt ſelected Friend, Maſter 
Edward Kno'well.) What might the Gentleman's Name 
be, Sir, that ſent it? 

Ser. One Maſter Veil bred, Sir. 

Kino. Maſter We//-bred' A young Gentleman: Is he not? 

Serv. The ſame, Sir; Maſter K7/e/y married his Siſter ;. 
the rich Merchant i' the O/d Zexvry. 

Kro. You ſay very true. Brainworm, 

Enter Brain- worm. 


Brain Sir. 
Kno. Make this honeſt Friend drink here: pray you 
in. [ Exeurt Brain, and Servant. 


This Letter is direte1 to my Son: 

Yet I am Eqward Mn e too, and may, 

With the ſafe Conſcience of Good-manners, uſe 

The Fellow's Error to my Satisfaction. 

Well, I will break it ope (old Men are curious) 

Be it but for the Stile's ſake, and the Phraſe, 

To ſee if both do anſwer my Son's Praiſes, 

Who is, almoſt, grown the idolater 

Of this young Veil bred: What have we here? What's 


this ? 
[The Le! ter ] 

Why, Ned, I beſuech thee; h thou forſavorn all thy. 
Friends i' the Old Jewry.? or diſt thou think ws all Jews that 
inhabit there? Leave thy wigilant Father aloe to number 
over his green Apricots, Evening and Morning, o the north- 
ae Wall: An' I had been his Son, I had ſav'd him the la- 
bour long fince; if, taking in all th. young Wenches that 
paſs by, at the Back-door, and coddling every. Kernel of the 
Fruit for em, wwou'd have ſerv'd, But prigthee, come over 
to me, quickly, this Morning: I have fuch à Preſent for thee 
(our Turkey Company never ſenmt the like to the Grand 
Signior.) One tis a Rimer, Sir, o' your own Batch, your 
own Leven; but doth think himſe{f Poet- major o the Town ; 
willing to be ſhown, and worthy to be ſeen. The other ———1 
will nat veuture his Deſcription with you till you come, becauſe 
J would h you make bither with an Appetite, If the 
avarfi-of 'em be not worth your Journey, draw yonr Bill of 
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Cbabges, as unconſcionatle as any Guild Hall Verdid will 
give it you, and you ſhall be allow'd your Viaticum. 
From the Wind-mill, 
From the Burde/lo, it might come as well; 
The Sprttle : Is this the Man, 
My Son hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt Wit, 
The choiceſt Brain, the times hath ſent us forth? 
I know not what he may be, in the Arts; 
Nor what in Schools : but ſurely, for his Manners, 
T judge him a profane, and diſſolute Wretch : 
Worſe, by Profeſſion of ſuch great good Gifts, 
Being the Maſter of ſo looſe a Spirit. 
Why, what unhallow'd Ruffan would have writ, 
In ſuch a ſcurrilous manner, to a Friend? 
Why ſhould he think, I tell my Apricots ? 
Or play th Heſperian Dragon withemy Fruit, 
To watch it? Well, my Son, I'ad thought 
You'd had more Judgment, t'have made election 
Of your Companions, than t'have ta'en on truſt 
Such petulant, geering Gamelters, that can ſpare 
No Argument, or Subject from their Jeſt. 
But I perceive, Aﬀection makes a Fool 
Of any Man, too much the Father. Brain worm. 
Enter Brain -· worm. 
Brain. Sir. 
Ko. Is the Fellow gone that brought this Letter. 
Brain. Yes, Sir, a pretty while ſince, 
Kro. And where's your young Matter ? 
Brain. In his Chamber, Sir. 
Rus. He ſpake not with the Fellow, did he? 
Brain, No, Sir, he ſaw him not. | 
Kno. Take you this Letter, ſeal it, and deliver it my Son; 
But with no notice that I have open'd it, on your Life. 
Brain. O Lord, Sir, that were a Jelt, indeed! 
Muro. I am reſolv'd, I will not ſtop his Journey; 
Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 
The unbridled Courſe of Youth in him: for that, 
Reſtrain'd, grows more impatient : and, in kind, 
Like to the eager, but the generous Gray-hound, 
Who ne'er ſo little from his Game withheld, 
Turns head, aud leaps up at his holder's Throat, = 
nere 
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1¹ There is a way of winning, more by Love, 
And urging of the Modeſty, than Fear : 
Il, Force works on ſervile Natures, not the free. 


He, that's compell'd to Goodneſs, may be good ; 
But, tis but for that Fit: where others drawn 

By Soſtneſs, and Example, get a habit. 

Then, if they ſtray, but warn 'em : and, the ſame” 
They ſhould for Virtue do, they'll do for Shame. 


SCENE Il, X. Kno'well's Study. 


Enter Edw. Kno'well and Brain- worm. 


E. Ko, Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 
Brain. Yes, o' my Word, Sir, and read the Contents. 
E. Kno. That's bad, What Countenance (pray thee) 
made he, i' the reading of it? Was he angry, or pleas'd? 
Brain, Nay, Sir, I faw him not read it, nor open it, I 
aſſure your Worſhip. | 
E. Km. No? how know'ſt thou then, that he did either. 
Brain. Marry, Sir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my 
Life to tell nobody, that he open'd it: which, ualeis 
he had done, he would never fear to have it reveal'd. 
E. Kno. That's true: Well, I thank thee, Brain-worm. 
| Enter Maſter Stephen. | 
Step. O]! Brain-worm, didſt thou not ſee a Fellow here 
in a what-ſha' call-him Doublet? he brought mine Un- 
cle a Letter een now. 
Brain, Yes, Matter Stephen, what of him? 
Srep. O! I ha" ſuch a mind ® beat bim where is 


he? canſt thou tell? 
1 Brain. Faith, he is not of that Mind: be is gone, 
Maſter Stephen. 
Step. Gone ! which way? when went he ? how long 
ſince ? 
Brain. He is rid hence, He took horſe at the -door, 


Srep. And I ſtay'd i' the Fields ! WhorſorFQcanderbeg 
Rogue; O that I had but a horſe to fetch him back again, 
Brain, Why, you may ha' my Maſter's Gelding, to 
ſave your Longing, Sir. h 1 
Step. But I ha' no Boots, that's the ſpite on t. 
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| Brain, Why, a fine Wiſp of Hay, roll'd hard, Maſter 


Stephen. 


Step. No, faith, it's no boot to follow him now; let 
him e'en go and hang. Pr'ythee, help to trufs me a 
little. He does fo vex me 

Brain. You'll be worſe vex'd, when you are trus'd, 
Maſter Stehen. Beſt keep unbraced, and walk yourſelf 
till yon be cold, your Cholet may founder you elſe. 

Step. By my faith, and ſo I will, now thou tell'ſt me 
on't. How doſt thou like my Leg, Brain-worm ? 

Brain. A very good Leg, Maſter Stephen; but the 
woollen Stocking does not commend it ſo well. 

Step. Foh, the Stockings be good enough, now Sum- 
mer is coming on, for the Duſt : III have a pair of filk 
againſt Winter, that I go to dwell i'the Town, I think 
my Leg would ſhew in a filk Hoſe. 

Brain Believe me, Maſter Stepber, rarely well. 

Step. In ſadneſs, I think it would ; I have a reaſona- 
ble good Leg. | 

Brain. You have an excellent good Leg, Maſter Se- 
then, but I cannot ſtay to praiſe it longer now; I am 
very ſorry for't. [ Exit. 

Step. Another time will ſerve, Brain-worm, Gramercy 
for this. | 

E. Kino, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Step. Slid! I hope he laughs not at me, an' he do 

E. Kue. Here was a Letter, indeed, to be intercepted 
by a Man's Father! He cannot but think moſt virtuouſly, 
both of me and the Sender, ſure, that make the careful 
Coſter monger of him in our Familiar Epiftles, I wiſh I 
knew the end of it, which now is doubtful, and threatens 
What! my wiſe Couſin ! Nay, then I'll furniſh 
our Feaſt with one Gull more tow'rds the Meſs. He 
writes to me of a Brace, and here's one, that's three: O, 
for a fourth. Fortune ! if ever thoul't uſe thine Eyes, 
I intreat the 

Step. O, now | ſee who he laught at. He laught at 


ſome body in that Letter. By this good Light, and he 
had laught at me 


E. Mio. How now, Couſin Stephen, melancholy ? | 
Step. Yes, a little, 1 thought you had laught at me, 


E. Kno. 


Couſin. 


h. 
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r E. Kro. Why, what an' I had, Coz, what would you 
'} ha' done? 

= Step. By this Light, I would ha” told mine Uncle. 

a | E. Kno. Nay, if you would ha' told your Uncle, 1 


did laugh at you, Cor. 
Step. Did you, indeed! 


bs... 
= E. Kno. Yes, indeed. 
i Step. Why, then 
33 I Kno. What then? 
| Stop, I am ſatisfied, it is ſufficient, bY 
C E Mu. Why, be fo, gentle Coz. And I pray You, 


| let me intreat a Courteſy of you. I am ſent for, this 
- þ| Morning, by a Friend i' the old Jeb to come to him: 
1 It's but crofling over the Fields to Mere gale: Will you 
l bear me Company? I proteſt, it is not to draw you into 
Bond, or any Plot againſt the State, Coz 

Sfep. Sir, that's all one, and 'tiwere; you ſhall command 
me, twice ſo far as More. gate to do you good, in ſuch a 
| 5 Do you think 1 wonld leave you ? I proteſt —- 


E. Kro. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, Coz. 

Step. By my fackins, but I will, by your leave; I'll 
proteſt more to my Friend, than I' ſpeak of, at this time. 

E. Kno. You ſpeak very well, Coz. 
Step. Nay, not fo neither, you ſhall pardon me: but 
| I ſpeak to ſerve my turn. | | | 

E. Kno. Your turn, Coz! Do you know, what yoa 

23 ſay? A Gentleman of your Sort, Parts, Carriage, and 
\ 2 Eftimation, to talk o' your turn i' this Company, and to 
me, alone, like a Waterbearer, at a Conduct! fie. A 
Wight, that {hitherto} his every Step hath left the ſtamp 
| } of a great Foot behind him, at every Word the ſavour of 
ga a ſtrong Spirit! and he! this Man! fo grac'd, ſo gilded, 
or (as I may fay) fo /infoi7d by Nature Come, come, 
- | wrong not the quality of your deſert, with looking down». 
ward, Coz; but hold up your Head, fo: and let rhe 
Itea of what you are, be portray'd i' your Face, that 
Men may read i' your Phy ſiognomy: Here, within this 
Place, is to be ſeen the true, rate, and accompliſs'd Menfter, 
| or Miracle of Nature, which is all one, What think you 
| {of this, Coz? 
) B  Srepe, 
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Step. Why, I do think of it; and Þwill be more proud, 
and melancholy, and Gentleman-like, than I have been: 
I'll inſure ou. 

E. Kno, Why, that's reſolute, Maſter Stephen / Now, 
if I can but hold him up to his height, as it is happily 
begun, it will do well for a Supurb humour: we may hap 


have a match with the City, and play him for forty 
Pound. Come, Coz. 


Step. I'll follow you. | 
E. Kno. Follow me? you muſt go before. 
Step, Nay, an' I mutt, I will. Pray you, ſkew me, 


good Couſin. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. The Street before Cob's 
Houſe, 
Enter Mr. Matthew. : 


Mat. I think, this be the Houſe: What, hoa ! 
Enter Cob j/rom the Houſe | 

Cob. Who's there? O, Matter Mathew! gi' your Wor- 
ſhip good-morrow. 

Mat. What! Cob! how doſt thou, good Cob ? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob / 0 ö 

Cob. Ay, Sir, I and my Lineage ha' kept a poor Houſe 
here, in our Days. 

Mat. Cob, canſt thou ſhew me of a Gentleman, one 


Captain Bobadi/, where his Lodging is; 


Cob. O, my Gueſt, Sir? you mean ? 

Mat. Thy Gueſt ! alas! ha, ha. 

Cob. Why do you laugh, Sir? Do you not mean Cap- 
tain Bobadil ? 

Mat. Cob, pray thee, adviſe thyſelf well: do not 
wrong the Gentleman and thyſelf too. I dare be ſworn 
he ſcorns thy Houſe: he! he lodge in ſuch a baſe, obſcure 

lace, as thy Houſe! Tut, I know his Diſpoſition ſo well, 
he would not lie in thy Bed, if thou ldſt gi'it him. 

Cob. I will not give it him, though, Sir. Maſs, I 


thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to. bed, 


all night! Well, Sir, though he lie not o' my Bed, he 
lies o the Bench: an't pleaſe you to go up, Sir, 2 


2 


e, 
. 


the brave Gallants about the Town, ſuch as my Gueſt 
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ſhall find him with two Cuſhions under his Head, and his 
Cloke wrapt about him, as though he had neither won 
nor loſt; and yet (I warrant) he ne'er caſt better in his 
life, than he has done, to-night. 

Mat. Why ? was he drunk ? 

Cab. Drunk, Sir? you hear not me ſay ſo. Perhaps, 
he ſwallow'd a Tavern- Token, or fome ſuch Device, Sir: 
J have nothing to do withal. I deal with Water, and 
not with Wine Gi” me my Bucket there, hoa. God 
b'w'you, Sir. It's fix o'Clock : I ſhould ha' carried two 
Turns by this. What hoa ? my Stopple ? come. 


Mat. Lie in a Water bearer's Houſe | a Gentleman 


of his havings! Well, I'll tell him my mind. 

Cob. What, Tib, ſhew this Gentleman up to the 
Captain. [Tib fervs My. Mat. into the Houſe. 
You ſhould ha' ſome now would take this Mr. Mather 
to be a Gentleman, at the leaſt. His Father's an honeſt 
Man, a worſhipful Fiſhmonger, and ſo forth; and now 
does he creep, and wriggle into acquaintance with all 


is: O, my Gueſt is a fine Man! he does ſwear the lagi- 
bleſt, of any Man ehriſtened: by St. Geœrge, — the Foot 
of Pharoah,—the body of me,—as I am a Gentleman,. 
and a Soldier: ſuch dainty Oaths! and withal, he does 
take this ſame filthy roguiſſi Tobacco, the fineſt, and clean- 


lieſt! it would do a Man good to ſee the Fume come 
forth at's Tonnels! Well, he owes me forty Shillings 


(my Wife lent him out of her Purſe by Six-pence a time) 
beſides his Lodging: I would I had it. I fhall ba'it he 
ſays, the next Aim. Helter ſtelter, hang Sorrow, Care ll 
kill a Cat, np-tails all, and a Louſe for the Hang-man. 
| Ie. 

SCENE V. Room in Cob's Houſe, 

Bobadil diſcovered upon a Bench, Tib enters to him. 

Bob. Hoſteſs, Hoſteſs. , 

Tib. What ſay you, Sir ? 

Bob. A Cup o' thy Small- beer, ſweet Hoſteſs. 

Tib. Sir, there's a Gentleman, below, would ſpeak 


ob. A Gentleman! 'ods ſo, I am not within. 
B 2 Tis 
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Tib. My Huſband told him you were, Sir. 

Bob. What a plague what meant he ? 

Mat. [within] Captain Bobadil? ; 

Bob. Who's there (take away the Baſon, good Hot. 
eſs) come up, Sir. | 

Tib He would defire you to come up, Sir. You come 
into a cleanly Houle here, 

Enter Mr Matthew. 

Ma; Save you, Sir, ſave you, Captain. 
Bob. Gentle Maſler Matthew! is it you, Sip? Pleaſe 
you, fit down, 


Mat. Thank you, good Captain, you may ſee, I am 
fomewhat audacious. 

Bob Not ſo, Sir. I was requeſted to ſupper, laſt Night, 
by a ſort of Gallants, where you were wiſh'd for, and 
drank to, I aſſure you, 

Mac. Vouchſafe me, by whom, good Captain. 

Bob. Marry, by young Vell. bred, and others: Why, 
Hoſteſs, a ſtool here for Ris Gentleman. 

Mat. No haſte, Sir, 'tis very well. | 

Bob. Body of me! It was fo late ere we parted laſt Night, 
I can ſcarce open my Eyes, pet 11 was but new riſen, as 
you came, how paſſes the Day abroad, Sir? you can tell. 

Mat. Faith, ſome half hour to ſeven: now, truſt me, 
you have an exceeding ſine- Lodging here, very neat, 
and private! | 8 3 

Beb. Ay, Sir: fit down, I pray you Maſter Matthew 
(in any caſe) poſſeſs no Gentleman of our acquaintance, 
with Notice of my Lodging. 

Mat. Who? I, Sir? no, 

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the 
Cabbin is convenient, but in regard I would not be too 
popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

Mat. True, Captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For, do you lee, Sir, by the Heart of Valourin 
me, (except it be to ſome peculiar and choice Spirits, 
to whom I am extraordinarily engag'd, as yourſelf, or 
ſo) I could not extend thus far. TITS 

Mat. O Lord, Sir, I reſolve ſo. [ Pulls aut a paper, and 


Bob. 


= 
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Bob. 1 confeſs, I love a cleanly and quiet Privacy, 
above all the tumult and roar of Fortune. What new 
Piece ha' you there? Read it. | 

Mat. *reads.) To thee, the pureſt Obhect to my Senſe, 

The moſt refined Eſſence Heaven covers, 

Send I theſe Lines, wherein I de commence 
The happy State of Turtle-billing Lovers 

B:b. Tis good, proceed, proceed. Where's this? 

Mat This, Sir? a Toy o' mine own, in my nonage: 
the infancy of my Muſes ? But, when will you come and 
ſee my ſtudy ? Good faith, I can ſhew you ſome very 
good things, I have done of late That Boot becomes 
your Leg, paſſing well, Captain, methinks ! 

Bob. So, ſo, it's the Faſhion Gentlemen now uſe. 

Mat. Troth, Captain, an' now you ſpeak o' the 
Faſhion, Maſter We/!-bred's elder Brother, and 1, are 
fall'n out exceedingly ; this other Day, I happen'd to 
enter into ſome diſcourſe of a Hanger, which I aſſure 
you, both for Faſhion and Workmanfſhip, was moſt pe- 
romptory beautiful, and Gentleman-like ! Yet he con- 
demn'd, and cry'd it down, for the moſt pied, and ri- 
dicutOus that ever he ſaw. 

Beh. Squire Down right, the Half brother? was't not? 

Mat. Ay, Sir, George Deaun- right. 

Bob. Hang him, Rook, he! why, he has no more 
Judgment than a Malt Horſe. By St. George, I wonder 
you'd loſe a Thought upon ſuch an Animal ; the moſt 

mptory abſurd Clown of Chri/lendom, this Day, he 
s holden. I proteſt to you, as | am a Gentleman and 


a Soldier, I ne'er chang'd Words with his like. By 


his Diſcourſe, he ſhould eat nothing but Hay. He was 
born for the Manger, Pannier, or Pack. ſaddle | He has 
not ſo much as a good Phraſe in his Belly, but all old 
Iron, and ruſty Proverbs! a good Commodity for ſome 
Smith to make Hob nails of 

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his Man- 
hood ſtill, where he comes. He brags he will gi'me 
the Battinado, as I hear. 
Rob. How | he the Baſtinado | how came he by that 


Word, trow 2 - 1 
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Mat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid cudgel me; I term it ſo, 
for my more Grace. jor e $.5:20) 

Bob. That may be: For I was ſure, it was none of 
his Word. But when? when ſaid he fo? 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay: a young Gallant, a 
Friend of mine, told me fo: 

Bob. By the Fvot of Pharoab, and 'twere my. Caſe 
now, I. ſnould ſend him a Challenge, preſently. The 
Baſtinado! A moſt proper, and ſufficient Dependance, 
warranted by the great Cararza. Come hither, you, ſhall 
allenge him, I'll ſhew you a Trick or two, you ſhall 

him with, at pleaſure: the firſt Stoccata, if you will, 


Mat. Indeed you have abſolute Knowledge i” the Myſ- 
tery, I have heard, Sir. | 

Bob. Of whom? of whom ka' you heard it, I beſeech you? 

Mat, Troth, lhave heard it ſpoken of by divers, that you 
have very rare and un- in one breath-utter-able. Skill, Sir. 
Bos. By Heaven, no, not I* no Skill i“ the Earth-: 
ſome ſmall Rudiments i' the Science, as to know my 
time, diſtance, or ſo. LI have profeſt it more for Noble- 
men, and Gentlemen's uſe, than mine own Practice, I 
aſſure you. I'll give you a Leſſon. Look you, Sir. Exalt 
not your Point above this ſtate, at any Hand; fo, Str. 
Come on: O, twine your Body more about, that you 
may fall to a more ſweet comely gentleman-like guard. 
So, indifferent. Hollow your Body more, Sir, thus. 
Now, itand. faſt o' your left Leg, note your diſtance, 
keep your due proportion of time—Oh, you diſorder 
your point moſt irregularly] Come, put on your Cloke, 
and we'll go to ſome private place, where you are ac- 
quainted, . Tavern, or ſo—and have a bit 
What Money ha' you aboue you, Mr. Matthew ? 


» - 


Mat. Faith, I ha“ not paſt a two Sbillings, or ſo. 


Bis. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt: but, come. We 
will have a Bunch of Raddiſh, and Salt, to taſte our 
Wine; and a Pipe of Tobacco, to cloſe the orifice of 
the Stomach: and then we'll call upon young Well.bred; 
Perhaps we, ſhall meet the Corygon, his Brother, there: 
and put him to the Queſtion, Come along, Mr. Mae, 

J [ Emeunt. 


th ; 
\ ao SRI ACT 


Every Man in his Humour. Ig 


ACT A. 8:C: EN Ei Fe bi 
A Warehouſe belonging to Kitely. 


Enter Kitely, Caſh, and Down. right. bt 


Ke. HOM AS, come hither, 
There lies a Note within, upon my Deu. 
Here take my Key, It is no matter, aber. 
Where is the Boy? F 
Caſo, Within, Sir, i' che Warehouſe. FL 
Kite. Let him tell over, ſtraight, that Spani/o Gold, 
And weigh it“ with th' Pieces of Eight. Do _ 
See the Delivery of thole ſilver Stuffs | 
To Mr. Lucar. Tell him, it he will, 
He ſhall ha' the Grograns at the. Rate I told bim, 
And I will meet him, on the Exchange, anon. 
Caſo. Good, Sir. (Exit, 
Kite. Do you ſee that Fellow, Brother Down right * | 
Dow. I, what of him? 4 
Kite He is a Jewel, Brother, 
I took him of a Child, up, at my Door, | 
And chriltngd him, gave him my own name, 3 f 
Since bred him at the Hoſpital; where proving | 
A toward Imp, I call'd him bome, and taught him: | 
So much, as I have made him my Caſhier, f | 
And find him, in his place ſo full of Faith, | 
That I durſt truſt my Liſe into his Hands. | 
Dow. So would not I in any Baſtard's, Brother, ; 
As, it is like, he 1s: although 1 knew ) 
Myſelf his Father. But you ſaid you'd. ſomewhat 
To tell me, gentle Brother, What'sis't? what is't?. 
Kite. Faith, I am very loth to utter it, 
As fearing it may hurt your Patience :: , 
But, that I know, your Judgment is of frength, 
* the nearneſs of Affection 
Lou What need this Circumſtance? Pray you be duect. 
Kite. L will not ſay ho much 1 do aſeribe 
Unto your Friendſhip : mor, in what. regard, : 
I nd Love: hu get pal, Behaviour, oF 
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And Uſage of your Siſter, but confirm 
How we Ty been alfected to your 
Dow You are too tedious, come to the matter, the 
Kite. Then without further Ceremony, thus. (matter. 
My Brother Well-bred, Sir, (1 know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, 
And greatly alter'd in his Diſpoſition. 9 
When he came firſt to lodge here in my Houſe 
Ne er truſt me, if | were not proud of him; 
Methought he bare himſelf in ſach a Faſhion, 
So full of Man, and Swcetneſs in his Carriage, 
And, what was chief, it ſhew'd not — in him, 
But all he did, became him as his own, 
And ſeem'd as perte&, proper, and poſſeſt 


As Breath with Life, or Colour with the Blood. 
But now his Courſe is ſo irregular, ; 


So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of Grace, 
And he himſelf withal ſo far fal'n off 


From that firit place, as ſcarce no Note remains, 


To tell Mens Judgments where he lately ſtood. 

He's grown a Stranger to all due ReſpeR, 

Forgetful of his Friends, and not content 

To ſtale bimſelf in all Societies, 

He makes my Houſe here common, as a Mart, 

A Theatre, a public Receptacle, 

For giddy Humour, and diſeaſed Riot; 

And here (as in a Tavern, or a Stew,) 

He, and his wild A ſſociates, ſpend their Hours, 

In repetition of Jaſcivious Jelts, 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and reve] Night by Night, 

Control my Servants: and indeed what not? 
Dew._'Sdains, I know not what I ſhould ſay to him i 

the whole World! he values me at a crack'd Three far- 

things, for ought | ſee: It will never out o' the Fleſh that's 

bred i the Bone! I have told him enough, one would 

think, if that would ſerve. Well! he knows what to 

truſt to, for George. Let him ſpend and ſpend, and 

Domineer, till bis Heart ake; an' he think to be reliev'd 


by me, when he is got into one o' your City- pounds, 
t 


the Counters, he has the wrong Sow by the Ear, i faith: 
and claps. his Diſh at a Wrong-Man's\Door, - IILlay 
5h, my 


the 
tter, 


m, 


Like one of theſe penurious Quack-ſalvers) 
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my Hand o' my Half-penny, ere I part with't to fetch 
him out, I'll aſſure him. Lott bo! 

Kite. Nay, good Brother, let it not trouble you, thus. 
Dow. 'Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my very Spur- 
leathers, for anger! But, why are you ſo tame? why do 
not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he diſquiets 
your Houſe ? 
Kite. O, there are divers Reaſons to diſſuade, Brother. 
But, would yourſelf vouchſafe to travail in it, 
(Though but with plain and eaſy Circumſtance) 
It would, both come much better to his Senſe, 
And favour leſs of Stomach, or of Paſſion, 
You are his elder Brother, and that Title 
Both gives, and warrants you Authority; 
Whereas, if 1 ſhould intimate the leaſt, 
It would but add Contempt to his Neglect, 
Heap worſe on ill, make up a Pile of Hatred 
That, in the rearing, wou'd come toti'riug down, 
And, in the Ruin, bury all our Love. | 
Nay, more than this, Brother; if I ſhould ſpeak 
He would be ready from his heat of Hamour, 
And over-flowing of the Vapour, in bim, 
To blow the Ears of his Familiars, - _ © +. + 
With the falſe Breath, of telling, what Diſgraces, 
And low Diſparagements I had put upon bim. 


Whilſt they, Sir, to relieve him, in the Fable, 


Make their looſe Comments upon ev'ry Word, 
Geſture, or Look, I uſe; mock me all over, 


And, out of their impetuous rioting Phant'ſies, 


Beget ſome Slander, that ſhall dwell with me. 

And what would that be, thjok you? marry, this. 
They would give out (becauſe! my Wiſe is fair, 
Myſelf, but lately married, and my Siſter, | 
Here ſojourning a Virgin in my Houſe) 

That I were jealous! nay, as ſure as Death, . 
That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell d 
My Brother purpoſely, thereby to find 


An apt pretext, to bagiſh\them my Houſe, . 


Dew, Maſs, perhaps ſo; They're like enough to do it. 
Kite. Brother, they would believe it: ſo ſhould I - 


But 
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But ſet the Bills up to to mine own Diſgrace, 
And try Experiments upon myſelf: | 
Lend Scorn and Envy, Opportunity : 
To ſtab my Reputation, and good Name. 
Enter Matthew and Bobadil, 

Mat. I will ſpeak to him 

Bob. Speak to him? away by the Foot of Phareab, 
you ſhall not, you ſhall not do him that grace. 

Kite. What's the matter, Sirs ? 

Bob. The Time of Day, to you, Gentleman o' the 
Houſe. Is Mr. Mell. bred ſtirring ? 

Dow. How then? what ſhould he do? 


Beh. Gentleman of the Houſe, is it to you: Is he 


within, Sir? 

Kite. He came not to his Lodging to-night, Sir, I 
aſlure you. | | 

Dow, Why, do you hear? you. 

Bob. The Gentleman citizen hath ſatizfy'd me, I'll 
talk to no Scavenger. [Exeunt Bob, and Matt. 

Dow. How, Scavenger? ſtay, Sir, ſtay. 

Kite. Nay, Brother Down-reght, 

Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, and you love me. 

Kite. You ſhall not follow him now, I pray you, Bro- 
ther, good faith you ſhall not: I will over-rule you. 

Dow. Ha! Scav well, go to, I ſay little: but by 
this good Day {God forgive me I ſhould ſwear) if I put 
it up ſo, ſay, I am the rankeſt Coward ever liv d: Sdains, 
and I ſwallow this, I'll ne'er draw my Sword in the ſight 
of Fleet rea again, while Ilive; Ill fit in a Barn, with 
Maage-howlet, and catch Mice firſt. Scavenger! 

Kite. Oh do, not fret yourſelf thus, never think on't. 

Doo. Theſe are my Brother's Conforts, theſe ! theſe 
are his Comrades, his Walking mates! he's a Gallant, 
a Cavaliero too, right Hangman cut! Let me not live, 
and J could not find in my Heart to ſwinge the whole 
Gang of 'em, one after another, and begin with him 
firſt. J am priev'd it ſhould be faid he js my Brother, 
and take theſe Courſes. Well, as he brews, fo he ſhall 
drink, for George, again. Yet, he ſhall hear on't, and 
that tightly too, an [ live, i' faith. 2 
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Kite. But, Brother, let your Reprehenſion, then, 
Run in an eaſy Current, not o'er bi h 
Carried with Raſhnels, or devouring Choler; 
But rather uſe the ſoft perſwading way, 
More winning, than enforcing the Conſent. 
Dow. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 
: Bell ringg. 
Kite. How now? oh, the Bell rings to breakfaſt. 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife 
Company till I come; I'll but gwe order 
For ſome Diſpatch of Buſineſs to my Servant 
Dow, Iwill Scavenger, Scavenger! — [Exit Dow. 
Kite, Well, tho' my troubled Spirit's ſomewhat eas d, 
It is not repoſed in that Security 
As I could with: But, I muſt be content. 
Howe'er | ſet a face on't to the World, 
Would I had loſt this Finger, at a Venture, 
So Mell. bred had ne'er lodg'd within my Houſe, 
n Why't cannot be, where there is ſuch Reſort 
latt. Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers, 
That any Woman ſhould be honeſt long. 
Is't like, that factious Beauty will preſerve 
The public Weal ot Chaſtity unſhaken, 
Bro- When ſuch ſtrong Motives muſter, and make head 
Againſt her fingle Peace? no, no. Beware, 
t by When mutual Appetite doth meet to treat, 
put And Spirits of one kind and quality, 
ains, Come once to parly, in the pride of Blood; 
ſight IF It is no flow Contpiracy that follows. 
with , Well, to be plain, if I but thought, the time 
Had anſwered their Affections; all the World 
t. Should not pertuade me, but I were a Cuckold 
heſe . Marcy, I hope they ha' not got that itart; 
lant, For Opportunity hath balkt em yet, 
live, And ſhall do ſtill, while I have Eyes and Ears 
hole To attend the Impofitions of my Heart, 
him My Preſence ſhall be as an Iron bar, 
ther, 'Twixt the conſpiring Motions of Deſire ; 
ſhall Vea, cvery Look or Glance, mine Eye ejects, 
and Shall check Occaſion, as one doth his Slave, 
When he forgets Limits of Preſcription. 
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| Enter Dame Kitely. 

Dame, Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down the Roſe- 
water above in the Cloſet. Sweetheart, will you come 
in to Breakfaſt ? a 

Kite. An' ſhe have over- heard me now ? 

Dame: I pray thee, good Muſs, we ſtay for you. 

Kite. By Heav'n I would not for a thouſand Angels. 

Dame. What ail you, Sweetheart, are you not well? 
ſpeak, good Muſs. | | 

Kite. Troth my Head akes extremely, on a ſudden. ' 

Dame. Oh, the Lord! 

Kite. How now ? what? | 


Dane. Alas, how it burns? Muſs, keep you warm, di 
good truth it is this new Diſeaſe! there's a Number are J. 
troubled withal! for Love ſake, Sweetheart, come in, al 
out of the Air. | th 

Kite. How ſimple and how ſubtle are her Anſwers ? h 
A new Diſeaſe, and many troubled with it! Ir 
Why, true; ſhe heard me, all the World to nothing. 0 

Dame. I pray thee good Sweetheart, come in; the t 
Air will do you harm in troth. l 

Kite. I'll come to you preſently; *cwill away, I hope. f 

Dame. Pray Heav'n it do. [Exit Dame. C 

Kite. A new Diſeaſe? I know not, new or old, . 
But it may well be call'd poor Mortals Plague: t 


For, like a Peitilence, it doth mfet 
The Houſes of the Brain. Firſt, it begins 
Solely to work upon the Phantaſy, 
Filling her Scat wich ſuch peſtiferous Air, 
As ſoon corrupts the judgment; and from thence, 
Sends like Contagion to the Memory ; 
Still each to other giving the Infection. a 
Which, as a ſubtle Vapour, ſpreads itſelf, 
Confuſedly, through every ſenſive part, 
Till not a Thought, or Motion in the Mind, 
Be free from the black Poiſon of Suſpect. 
Ah, but what Miſery is it to know this? 
Or, knowing it, to want the Mind's Direction, 
In ſuch Extremes? Well, I will once more ſtrive, 
(In ſpite of this black Cloud) myſelf to be, 
And ſhake the Fever off, that thus ſhakes me. Exit. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE III. Moor-Fields. 


Enter Brain worm, %u like a Soldier. 


Brain. Slid, I cannot chooſe but laugh to ſee myſelf 
tranſlated thus. - Now mult I create an intolerable ſort 
of Lies, or my preſent Profeſſion loſes the Grace ; and 
yet the Lie to a Man of my Coat, is as ominous a Fruit 
as the Fico. O, Sir, it holds for good Polity ever, to 
have that outwardly in vileſt Eſtimation, that inwardly is 
moſt dear to us. So much for my borrowed ſhape. Well, 
the truth is, my old Maſter intends to follow my young, 
dry foot over Moor-fieldi, to London this Morning: Now 
I, knowing of this EHlunting- match, or rather Conſpiracy, 
and to inſinuate with my young Maſter (for ſo mult we 
that are Blue waiters, and Men of Hope and Service do) 
have got me afore in this Diſguiſe, determined here to lie 
in Ambuſcade, and intercept him in the mid-way. It I 
can but get his Cloke, his Parie, his Hat, nay, any thing 
to cut him off, that is, to ſtay his Journey —-Feui, vidi, vici. 
| may ſay with Captain Cæſar, I am made for ever, I 
faith. Well, now muſt I practiſe to get the true Garb 
of one of theſe Lance knights, my Arm here, and my 
—young Maſter! and his Couſin, Mr. Stepben, as lama 
true counterfeit Man of War, and no Soldier! {| Retire, 

Enter Ed. Kno'wcll and Mafter Stephen. 

E Kno. So, Sir, and how then, Cor. 

Sie S' foot, I have loſt my Purſe, I think. 

E Kno How ? loit your Purſe? where? when had you it! 

Step. I cannot tell, ſtay. 

Brain. Slid, I am afraid they will know me, would I 
could get by them. 

E. Kue. What? ha'you it? 

Step. No, I thick I was bewitch'd, I 

E Kuro. Nay, do not weep the Loſs, hang it, Jet it go. 

Seb Oh, it's here: no, an' it had been loſt, I had 
not car'd, but for a Jet ring Miitreſs Mary ſent me. 

E Kno. A jet ring? oh the P. ley, the Polcy ? 

Step. Fine, i'faith! Though Fancy /leep, my Love i, decp, 
meaning that though I did not fancy her, yet ſhe loved 
we dearly. 
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E. Ko. Moſt excellent! . 

Step. And then, 1 ſent her another, and my Poſey was ; 
The deeper the faveeter, I'll be judg d by St. Peter. 

E. Kno. How, by St. Peter I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the Metre. 

E. Kro. Well, there the Saint was your good Patron, 
he help'd you at your need: thank him, thank him. 

Brain. I cannot take leave on em ſo; I will venture 
come what will. Gentlemen, pleaſe you change a few 
Crowns, for a very excellent good Blade, here? I ama 
poor Gentleman, a Soldier, one that, in the better ſtate 
of my Fortunes, ſcorn'd ſo mean a Refuge, but now it is 
the Humour of N:cefli:y to have it 10. You ſeem to be 
Gegtlemen, well affected to martial Men, elſe I ſhould 
rather die with Silence, than live with Shame: However 
vouchſafe to remember it is my Want ſpeaks, not myſelf. 
This Condition agrees not with my Spirit 

E. Ko. Where halt thou ſerv'd ? 
Brain. May it pleaſe you, Sir, in all the late Wars of 
Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Polaud, where not, Sir? 
I have been a poor Servitor by Sca and Land, any time 
this fourteen Years, and followed the Fortunes of the 
beſt Commanders in Chri//lengom. I was twice ſhot at the 
taking of Aleppo, once at the Relief of Vienna; 1 have been 
at ——— Naplet, and the Adriatick Culph, a Gentle- 
man-ſlave in the Galleys thrice, where I was molt dan- 
gerouſly ſhot in the Head, through buth the Thighs, and 
yet, being thus maim'd, I am void of Maintenance, no- 
thing left me but my Scars, the noted Marks of my Ke» 
ſolution. 

Step. How will you ſell this Rapier, Friend ? 

Brain. Generous Sir, 1 tefer it to your own Judgment; 
you are a Gentleman, give me what you pleale. 

Step. True, I am a Gentleman, I know that Friend: 
but what though? I pray you ſay, what would you aſk ? 

Brain. I aſſure you, the Blade may become the Side 
or Thigh of the beſt Prirce in Europe. 

E. Kno. Ay, with a Velvet Scabbard. 0 

Step. Nay, and't be mine, it ſhall have a Velvet Scab- 
bard, Coz, that's flat: I'd not wear it as tis and you 
would give me an Angel. ” 
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Brain. At your Worſhip's Pleaſure, Sir : nay, 'tis ® 
moſt pure Toledo. 
Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard / but tell me, 
what ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a ſilver Hilt — 
E. Kno. Come, come, you fhall not buy it; hold, 
there's a Shilling, Fellow, take thy Rapter. h 
Step. Why, but I will buy it now, becauſe you ſay ſo; 
and there's another Shilling, Fellow, I ſcorn to be out- 
bidden. What, ſhall I walk with a Cudgel, like Higgin- 
Bottom? and may have a Rapier for Money? 
E. Kno. You may buy one in the City. | 
Step. Tut, I'll buy this i'the Field, ſo Iwill; Ihave a mind 
to't, becauſe tis a Field Rapier. Tell me your loweſt Price. 
K Ano You ſhall not buy it, I ſay. 
Step. By this Money but I will, though I give more 
than 'tis worth 
E Ko. Come away, you are a Fool. 
Step, Friend, I am a Fool, that's granted: but I'll have 
it for that Word's ſake. Follow me for your Money, 
Brain. At your Service, Sir, [ Exeunt, 
; Enter Kno'well. . 
Ko. I cannot loſe the Thought, yet, of this Letter. 
Sent to my Son: nor leave to admire the Change 
Of Manners, and the Breeding of our Youth 
Within the Kingdom, ſince myſelf was one. 
When I was young, be liv'd not in the Stews 
Durit have receiv'd a Scorn, and utter'd it, 
On a grey Head: Age was Authority 
Againit a Buffoon : And a Man had then 
A certain Reverence paid unto his Years, 
That had none due unto his Life, 
But, now, we all are fal'n; Youth, from their Fear; 
And Age, from that which bred it, good Example 
Nay, would ourſelves were not the Fi even Parents, 
That did deftroy the Hopes, in our own Children, 
Or they not learn'd our Vices in their Cradles, 
And ſuck'd in our ill Cuſtoms with their Milk. 
Ere all their Teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 
We make their Palates cunning ! The firſt Words 
We form their Tongues with, are licentious jeſts ! 
Can it call Whore? cry _NE* O, then kik it, 
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A witty Child! Can't ſwear ? The Father's Datling ! 
Give it two Plumbs. Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No bawdy Song, the Mother herſelf will teach it ! 
But, this is in the Infancy ; 
When it puts on the Breeches 
It will put off all this. Ay, it is like; 
When it is gone into the Bone already. 
No, no: This Die goes deeper than the Coat, 
Or Shirt, or Skin. It ſtains unto the Liver 
And Heait, in ſome. And rather than it ſhould not, 
Note, what we Father's do | Look how we live! 
What Miſtreſſes we keep! at what Expence, 
And teach em «I! b d Ways to buy Afﬀict.on ! 
Well, I thank Heaven, I never yet was he, 
That travell'd with my ſon before fixteen, 
To ſhew him the Yeretian Courtezans, 
Not read the Grammer of Cheating, I had made 
To my ſharp boy at twelve: repeating fill 
The Rule, Get Money ; ſtill, Get Money, Bay; 
No matter b; what mens. 
Theſe are the Trade of Fathers, now ! however, 
My ſon, I hope, hath met with in my Threſhold 
None of theſe houſhold Precedents ; which are ſtrong, 
And ſwift, to rape Youth to their Precipice. b 
But, let the Houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 
Swept, or kept ſweet from Filth: 
If he will live abroad with his Companions, 
In Dung, and Brothels ; it is worth a Fear. 
Nor is the Danger of Converſing leſs 
Than al! that I have mention'd of Example. 
py Enter Brain worm 
Brain. My Maſler ? nay faith, have at you: I am 
fleih'd now, I have ſped fo well. Worſhipful Sir, I 
beſeech you, reſpect the State of a poor ſoldier; I am 
aſham'd of this baſe courſe of Life (God's my Comfort) 
but Extremity provokes me to't : what Remedy? 
Xo. I have not for you now. 55 
Brain. By the Faith I bear unto Truth, Gentleman, 
it is no ordinary Cuſtom in me, but only to preſerve Man- 
hood. I proteſt to you, a Man I have been, a Man J 
may be by your ſweet Bounty, uh 
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Kro. Pr'ythee, good Frier d, be ſatisfied. 

Brain. Good Sir, by that Hand, you may do the Part 
of a kind Gentleman, in lending a poor Soldier the Price 
of two Cans of Beer, a Matter of ſmall Value, the King 
of Heaven ſhall pay you, and I ſhall reſt thankful : ſweet 
Worſhip ———— | 

Kno. Nay, an' you be ſo importunate 

Brain. Oh, tender Sir, Need will have his Courſe: I 
was not made to this vile Uſe! Well, the Edge of the 
Enemy could not have abated me ſo much: [ He weeps. ] 
It's hard, when a Man hath ſerved in his Prince's Cauſe, 
and be thus—Honourable Worſhip, let me derive a ſmall 
Piece of Silver from you. it ſhall not be given in the courſe 
of Time ; by this good Ground, I was fain to pawn my 
Rapier laſt Night for a poor Supper; I had ſuck'd the 
Hilts long before, I am a Pagan elfe : ſweet Honour, 

Kio Believe me, I am taken with ſome Wonder, 

To think a Fellow of thy outward Preſence 
Sh:uld, in the Frame and Faſhion of his Mind, 
Be ſo degenerate, and ſordid baſe! 

Art thou a Man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of Life? 

Why, were thy Educ:tion reer ſo mean, 
Having thy Limbs, a thouſand fairer Courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy Election. 

Either the Wars might ſtill ſupply thy Wants, 
Or ſervice of ſome virtuoas Gentleman, 

Or honeſt Labour: Nay, what can I name 
But would become thee tetter than to beg? 

But Men of thy Condition feed on floth, 

As doth the Beetle on the Dung the breeds in, 
Not caring how the Metal of your Minds 

Js eaten with the Ruſt of Idleneſs. 

Now, afore me, whate'er he be that ſhould 
Relieve a Perſon of thy Quality, 

While thou infiils in this looſe deſperate Courſe, 
1 would eſteem the hn not thine, but his. 

Brain Faith, Sir, I would gladly find ſome other 
Courſe, if ſo— 

Kno. Ay, you'ld gladly find it, but you will not ſeek it. 

Brain. Alas | Sir, where ſhould a Man ſeek? in the 
C 3 Wars, 
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Wars, there's no Aſcent by Deſert in theſe Days, but— 
and for Service, would it were as ſoon purchas'd as wiſh'd 
for (the Air's my Comfort) I know what 1 would ſay— 

Kno. What's thy Name? 

Brain Pleaſe you, Fitz Sword, Sir. 

Kno. Fitz Sword? 

Say, that a Man ſhould entertain thee now, 
Woul'it thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and true? 

Brain. Sir, by the Place and Honour of a Soldier— 

Ko. Nay, nay, I like not thoſe affected Oaths; 
Speak plainly, Man: What think'ſt thou of my Words? 

Brain. Nothing, Sir, but with my Fortunes were as 
happy, as my Service ſhould be honelt. 

Ano. Well, follow me; I'll prove thee, if thy Decds 
Will carry a Proportion to thy Words. 

Brain. Yes, Sir, ſtraight; I'll but garter my Hoſe. 
Oh that my Belly were hoop'd now, for 1 am ready to 
burſt with Laughing! Never was Bo-tle or Bag pipe ful- 
ler. S'lid! Was there ever ſeen a Fox in Years to betray 
himſelf thus? Now ſhall I be poſleſs'd of all his Coun- 
ſels; and by that Conduit, my young Maſter. Well, he 
is reſolved to prove my Honeity; faith and I am reſolved 
to prove his Patience: Oh, I ſhall abuſe him intolerably. 
This imal!l piece of Service will bring him clean out of 
Love with the Sold ſer for ever. He will never come 
within the Sight of a red Coat or a Muſket reſt again. 
It's no matter, Jet the World think me a bad Counterfeit, 
it I cannot give him the ſlip at an Inſtant: Why, this is 
better than to have ſtaid his Jou. ney! Well, I'll follow 
him: Oh! how 1 long to be employed! [ Exit, 
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Enter Matthew, Well-bred, and Bobadll. 


Mat. E S, faith, Sir; we were at your Lodging to 
ſeek you too. 
Well. Oh, I came not there to-night, 
Bob, Your Brother dgljvercd us as much, With 
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Nell Who? my Brother Dowenright ? 

Bob. He. Mr. Well.bred, I know not in what kind you 
hold me; but let me (ay to you this: As ſure as Honour, 
1 eſteem it ſo much out of the Sun ſhine of Reputation 
to throw the leaſt Beam of Regard upon ſuch a 

N Sir, I muſt hear no ill Words of my Brother. 

Bob. | proteſt to you, as I have a thing to be ſav'd 
about me, I never law any Gentleman like Part 

Mell. Good Captain [faces abeut] to ſome other Diſ- 
courſe 

Bob. With your Leave, Sir, an' there were no more 
Men living upon the Face of the Earth, I ſhould not 
fancy him, by St. George. 

Mat. Troth, nor I; he is of a ruſtical Cut, I know 
not how: he doth not carry himfelf like a Gentleman of 
Faſhion 

% Oh, Mr. Matthew, that's a Grace, peculiar but 
to a few, quo aqguus amavit Jupiter. 

Mat. I underitand you, Sir. 

Enter J. Kno'wcll and Stephen. 

ell. No Qucſtion you do, or you do not, Sir. Ned 
Kuo awell! by my Soul, welcome! How doſt thou ſweet 
Spirit my Genius? Slid! I ſhall love Apolls, and the 
mad They/pian Girls the better while I live, for this my 
dear Fury: Now | ſee there's ſome Love in thee! Sirrah, 
theſe be the Two I writ to thee of ; Nay, what a drowſy 
Humour 1s this now ? Why doft thou not ſpeak ? 

E. Kia, Oh, you area fine Gallant, you ſent me a rare 
Letter. 

Mell. Why, was't not rear? 

E Kno Yes, I'll be ſworn, I was ne'er guilty of read- 
ing the like; match it in all Pliay's Epiſtles, and ['ll have 
my Judgment burn'd in the Ear for a Rogue: make much 
of thy Vein, for it is inimitable, But I marvel what 
Camel it was that had the Carriage of it? for doubtleſs, 
he was no ordinary Beaſt tha: brought it! 

Hell. Why? 

E. Kno, Why, ſayeſt thou? why doſt thou think that 
any reaſonable Creature, eſpecially in the Morning (the 
ſober time of the Day too) could have milla'en my Fa- 
ther for me? 

Wl, 
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Well. Slid, you jeſt, I hope. 

E. Kao. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turn it to, is to 
make a Jeit on't now: but I'll affure you, my Father 
had the full view of your flouriſhing Style, before I ſaw it. 

Well What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, what 
ſaid he to it, i'faith ? 

E Kue Nay, I know not what he ſaid: but I have a 
ſhrewd Gueſs what he thought, 

Well What? what? 

E. Kno. Marry, that thou art ſome ſtrange diſſolute 
young Fellow, and I a grain or two better, for keeping 
thee Company, 

Well. Tut, that Thought is like the Moon in her laſt 
Quarter, twill change ſhortly: but, Sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two Hangbys here; thou wilt 
take exceeding pleaſure in 'em if thou heareſt em once 
go: my Wind-Infiruments. I'll wind 'em up but 
what ſtrange piece of Silence is this? the Sign of the 
Dumb Man ? 

E. Kuo, Oh, Sir, a Kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your Muſick the tuller, an' he pleaſe, he has his 
Humour, Sir. 

Well Oh, what is't? what is't? 

E. Kno. Nay, I'll neither do your Judgment nor his 
Folly that Wrong, as to prepare your Apprehenſion: I'll 
leave him to the mercy o' your Search, if you can take 
him, ſo. A 

Well Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew, pray you 
know this Gentleman here; he is a Friend of mine, and 
one that will deſerve your Affection, I know not ycur 
Name, Sir, but 1 ſhall be glad of any Occaſion, to ren- 
der me more familiar to you. 

Step. My Name is Mr. Stephen, Sir; I am this Gen- 
tleman's own Couſin, Sir; his Father is mine Uncle, 
Sir; | am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command 
me, Sir, in whatſoever is incident to a Gentleman. 

Bob, Sir, I muit tell you this, I am no general Man, 
but for Mr. ell. bred's ſake (you may embrace it it what 
heighth of Favour you pleaſe | do communicate with 

ou: and conceive you to be à Gentleman of ſome Parts; 
L love tew Words, 
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E. Kno. And | fewer, Sir. I have ſcarce enow to 
thank you. 

Mat. But are you indeed, Sir, ſo given to it? 

[To Mr. Stephen. 

Step. Ay, truly, Sir, I am mightily given to melancholy, 

Mat. Oh, it's your only fine Humour, Sir; your true 
Melancholy breeds your perfect fine Wit, Sir: I am me- 
lancholy myſelf divers times, Sir; and then do I no 
more but take Pen and Paper preſently, and overflow you 
half a ſcore or a dozen of Sonnets, at a ſitting: 

Step. Coulin, is it well? am I melancholy enough, 

E. Kno. Oh, ay, excellent! 

Vill Captain BebaJil, why muſe you ſo? 

E Kno He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, Sir. I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
Piece of Service was perform'd to-morrow, being St. 
Marks's Day, ſhall be ſome ten Years now. 

E. Kno. In what Place, Captain? 

Bob. Why, at the beleag'ring of Strigoniam, where, in 
leſs than two Hours, ſeven hundred reſolute Gentlemen, 
as any were in Europe, loſt their Lives upon the Breach. 
JI tell you, Gentlemen, it was the Firit, but the beſt 
Leagure, that ever I beheld with theſe Eyes, except the 
taking in of —— what do you call jt, laſt Year, by the 
Genoeſe; but that (of all other) was the molt fatal and 
dangerous Exploit, that ever I was ranged in, ſince 1 
firkt bore Arms before the face of the Enemy, as I am a 
Gentleman and Soldier. 

Step. 'So, I had as lief as an Angel, I could ſwear as 
well as that Gentleman! 

E Mus Then you were a Servitor at both it ſeems; 
at S/rigonium? and what do you call't? 

Bob. Oh Lord, Sir! by St George, I was the firſt Man 
that enter'd the Breach: and, had I not affected it with 
1232 I had been ſlain, if I had had a Million of 

ives. 

E. Kno, Twas pity you had not ten; a Cat's, and your 
own, i' faith. But, was it poſlible? 

Mat. Pray you, mark this Diſcourſe, Sir, 

Step. So I do. ; 

Beb. I aſſure you, upon my Reputation, 'tis true, and 
yourſelf ſhall confeſs, J E | 
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E. Ko. You muſt bring me to the Rack firſt, 

Bob, Obſerve me judicially, ſweet Sir; they had plant- 
ed me three Demi-culverings, juſt in the mouth of the 
Breach : now, Sir, as we were to give on, their Maſter 
Gunner (a Man of no mean Skill and Mark, you muſt 
think) contron:s me with his Linſtock, ready to give fire: 
I ſpying bis Intendment, diſcharg'd my Petrionel in his 
Boſom, and with theſe fingle Arms, my poor Rapier, 
ran violently upon the Moors, that guarded the Ordnance, 
and put 'em all pell- meli to the Sword. N 

Mell. To the Sword? to the Rapier, Captain? 

E Kino. Oh, it was a good Figure obſerv'd, Sir? but 
did ycu all this, Captain, without hurting your Blade? 

Bob. Without any impeach o' the Earth: you ſhall 
perceive, Sir. It is the moſt fortunate Weapon, that 
cver rid on poor Gentleman's Thigh: ſhall I tell you, 
Sir? you talk of Morg/ay, Excalibur, Durindana, or ſo? 
tut, 1 lend no Credit to that is fabled of em, I know the 
Virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier 
maintain it. 

N I marvel whether it be a Toledo, or no? 
Bob. A moſt perfect Toledo, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Step. ] have a Countryman of his here. 

Mat. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir: yes, faith, itis! 

Bob, This a Toledo? piſh. 

2 Why do you piſh, Captain? _—_ 

Bob. A Fleming, by Heaven; I'll buy them for a Gilder 
a piece, an' I would have a thouſand of them. 

Z. Kno. How ſay yon, Couſin? I told you thus much. 

Well. Where bought you it, Mr. Stephen? 

Srep, Of a ſcurvy Rogue Soldier (a hundred of Lice 
go with him) he ſwore it was a Toledo, 

B:b. A poor provant Rapier, no better. 

Mar. Maſs, I think it be, indeed! now I look on't better. 

E. Km. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worſe. 
Pat it up, put it up. 

Sep Well, I will put it up, but by (I ha, forgot 
the Captain's Oath, I thought to have ſworn by it) an” 
e'er I meet him 

Well. O, it is paſt help now, Sir, you muſt have patience. 


Step. Whorſon cony-catching Raſcal? I could eat the 
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E. Kuo. A ſign of good digeſtion! you have anjOftrich 
Stomach, Coultn. 
Step. A'Stomach? I would I had him here, you ſhould 
ſec an' I had a Stomach. 
Well. It's better as tis: come, Gentlemen, ſhall we go? 
Enter Brain worn. 
E. Kno. A Miracle, Couſin, look here! look here! 
Step. Oh, god'flid, by your leave, do you know me, Sir? 
Brain. Ay, Sir, I know you by ſight. 
Step. You ſold me a Rapier, did you not? 
Brain. Yes, marry, did I, Sir, 
Step. You ſaid it was a Toledo, ha? 
Bram. True, I did ſo. 
Step. But, it is none? 
Brain. No, Sir, I confeſs, it is none 
Step. Do you confeſs it? Gentlemen, bear witneſs, 
he has confeit it. By God's will, and you had not con- 
felt it 
E. Kno. Oh, Couſin, forbear, forbear. 
Step. Nay, I have done, Coulin, | 
ell. Why, you have done like a Gentleman; he has 
confeſt it, what would you more ? 
Step. Yet, by his Leave, he is a Raſcal, under his 
Favour, do you ce ? 
E. Kno Ay, by his Leave, he is, and under Favour : 
a pretty piece of Civility ! Sirrah, how doſt thou like him? 
ell. Oh, it's a mo# precious Fool, make much on 
him: { can compare him to nothing more happily, than 
a Drum; for every one may play upon him 
E Kns. No, nv, a Child's Whiltic were far the Itter. 
Brain. Sir, ſhall J intreat a Word with you? 
E. Kro. With me, Sir? you have not another Toledo to 
ſell, ha“ you? 
Brain You are conceited, Sir, your Name is Mr. 
Kn,'wwe!ll, as I take it? 
E. Kue You arc i' the right: you mean not to proceed 
in the Catechiſm, do you ? 
Brain, No, Sir, I am none of that Coat, 
E Kno. Of as bare a Coat, though ? well, ſay, Sir. 
Brain Faith, Sir, I am but ſervant to the Drum ex- 
traordinary, and inaced (this ſmoky Varniſh being waſbt 


off, 
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off, and three or four Patches remoy'd) I appear your 
Worſhip's in Reverſion, after the deceaſe of your good 
Father; Brain-worm. 

E. Kno. Brain worm ! "Slight, what Breath of a Con- 
jurer hath blown thee hither in this Shape! | 

Brain. The Breath o' your Letter, Sir, this Morning: 
the ſame that blew you to the Wind mill, and your Fa- 
ther after you. 

ZE. Kno. My Father ? 

Brain Nay, never ftart, "tis frue, he has followed 
vod over the Fields, by the Foot, as you would do a 
Hare i' the Snow. | 

E. Ko. Sirrah, Well bred, what ſhall we do, Sirrah ? 
my Father is come over, after me. 

Vell. Thy Father where is he? 

Brain. At Juſtice C/:ment's Houſe here, in Coleman- 
freet, where he but ſfays my return; and then 

Vell. Who's this? Brain-worm 7 

Brain. The ſame, Sir. 

Hell Why how, 1' the name of Wit, com'ſt thou tranſ. 
muted thus ? 

Brain, Faith, a Device, a Device: nay, for the love 
of Reaſon, Gentlemen, ard avo:ding the Danger, ſtand 
not here, with-draw, and I'll tell you all. 

E. Km, Come, Couſin, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Ware houſe. 


Enter Kitely, and Caſh. 


Kite. What ſays he, Th-mas? Did you ſpeak with him? 
Ca/h. He will expect you, Sir, within this half Hour, 
Kite. Has he the Money ready, can you tell ? 
Caſh. Yes, Sir, the Money was brought in, laſt N ght. 
Kite. O, that's well: fetch me my Cloke, my Cloke, 

Stay, let me ſer, an Hour, to go and come; 

Ay, that will be ti lealt: and then 'twill be 

An Hour before I can diipaich with him; 

Or very near: well, I will ſay two Hours. 

Two Hours? ha? thi: gs, never dream't of yet, 

May be contriv'd, ay, an effected too, a 

In two Hour's abſence: well, I will not go. 
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Two Hours ; no, fleeting Opportunity, 
I will not give your ſubtility that ſcope, 
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd 
That ſets his Doors wide open to a Thief, 
And ſhews the Felon where his Treaſure lies? 
Again, what earthly ſpirit but will attempt 
To taſte the Fruit of Beauty's golden Tree, 
When leaden ſleep ſeals up the Dragon's Eyes: 
I will not go. Buſineſs go by, for once, 
No Beauty, no ; you are too too precious 
To be left ſo, without a Guard, or open! 
You mult be then kept up, cloſe, and well watch'd g 
For, give you Opportunity, no Quick ſand 
Devours, or ſwallows iwifter ! Hs that lends 
His Wife (if ſhe be fair) or time, or place, 
Compels her to be falſe. 1 will not go. 
The Dangers are too many. I am reſolv'd for that, 
Carry in my Cloke again. Yet, itay. Yet, do tod, 
| wi'l defer going, on all Occaſions, 
Caſh. Sir, Snare, your ſcrivener, will be there with 
the bonds. 
Kite That's true! fool on me! I had clean forgot it: 
I muſt go, What's o'clock ? 
Caſh, Exchange time, Sir. X 
. Kite. Heart then will Hell bred preſently be here tod, 
With one or other of his looſe Conſorts. 
| am a Knave, it | know what to ſay, 
V” hat courſe to take, or which way to reſolve. 
My Brain, methinks, is like an Hour-glals, 
Wherein my Imaginations run, like ſands, 
r. Filling up time; but then are turn'd, and tura dv 
So, that J know not what to itay upon. 
t. And leſs, to put in act. I; ſhall be fo, 


e, Nay, I dare build upon his ſecrecy, 
He knows not to deceive me. { homus = 
Caſh, Sir. 


Kite. Yet now; I have bethought too, I will go . 
Themas, is Cob within ? 


Ca/h. I think he be, Sir. | 
Kite. But he'll prate too, there's no ſpeech of him 


: Ng, theres were no Man 8 the Earth to Thomas, 
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If I durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 
But ſhould he have a Chink in him, I were gone, 
Loſt i' my Fame for ever: Talk for th Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, 
Doth promiſe no ſuch Change! what ſhould J fear then? 
Well, come what will, I'li tempt my Fortune once. 
Thomas you may deceive me, but 1 hope 
Your Love to me is more x 
Ca/h. Sir, if a Servant's 
Duty, with Faith, may be call'd Love, you are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs'd of it. 
Kite, I thank you heartily, Iams; gi' me your Hand: 
With all my heart, good Thomas, I have, Thomas, 
A Secret to impart unto you but 
When once you have it, I muſt ſeal your Lips up: 
SO far I tell you, Thomas. 
Caſb. Sir, for tha 
Kite. Nay, hear me out. Think, eſteem you, Thomas, 
When I will let you in, thus to my private. 
It is a thing fits nearer to my Cretit, 
Than thou art aware of, Tamas. Ii thou ſliguld'ſt, 
Reveal it, but 
Caſb. How? I reveal it? 
Kite. Nay, 
I do not think thou would'ſt; but if thou ſhould'R, 
'T were a great Weakneſs. | 
Caſh, A great Treachery. 
Give it no other Name. 
Kite. Thou wilt not do't then? 
Caſh. Sir, if I do, Mankind diſclaim me ever. 
Kite. He will not (wear, he has ſome Reſervation, 
Some conceal'd Purpoſe, and cloſe Meaning, ſure: 
Elſe (being urged ſo much) how ſhould he chooſe, 
But lend an Oath to all this Proteſtation ? 
He's no Fanatick, I have heard him ſwear. 
What ſhould I think of it? urge him again, 
And by ſome other Way? I will do ſo 
Well, Thomas, thou hait ſworn not to diſcloſe; 
Yes, you did ſwear ? 
Cafh. Not yet, Sir, but I will, 
Pleaſe you ä 
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Kite. No, Thomas, I dare take thy Word, 

But, if thou wilt ſwear, do, as thou think'ſ good; 
} am reſolv'd without it; at thy pleaſure. 

Ca/h. By my Soul's ſafety then, Sir, I proteſt. 
My Tongue ſhall ne'er take knowledge of a Word, 
Deliver'd me in nature of your Truſt. 

Kite. It's too much, theſe Ceremonies need not; 
I know thy Faith to be as firm as Rock. 

Thomas, come hither, near: we cannot be 

Too private in this Buſineſs, So it is, 

(Now he has ſworn, I dare the ſafelier venture) 

J have of late, by divers Obſervation: 
But, whether his Oath can bind him, threre it is. 

J will bethink me, ere I do proceed: — 

Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 

I' ſpy ſome fitter time ſoon, or to morrow. . 

Ca/h. Sir, at your pleaſure ? 

Kite. I will think. Give me my Cloke. And, Thomas, 
T pray you ſearch the Books gainſt my Return, 
For the Reccipts 'twixt me and Traps, 

Caſh. I will, Sir. 

Kite. And, here you, if your Miſtreſs's Brother, W-//- 
Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, [ bred, 
Ere I come back; let one ſtraight bring me word. 

Caſo. Very well, Sir. | 

Kite. To the Exchange; do you hear? 

Or here in Coleman ſtreet, to juſtice Clement's, 
Forget it not, nor be out of the way. 

Caſh. I will not, Sir. | 

Kite. I pray you have a care on't. 

Or whether he come or no, if any other, 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 

Coe. I ſhall not, Sir. 

Kite. Be't your ſpecial Buſineſs 
Now to remember it. 

Ca. Sir, I warrant you. | 

Kite. But, Thomas, this is not the Secret, Thomas, 
I told you of, 

Caſo. No, Sir. I do ſuppoſe it, 

Kite. Believe me, it is nct. 

Ca/b. Sir, I do believe you. 

| D z | | Kites 
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IT would not you ſhould u ter it, do ye u ſee, 
To any Creature living; yet I cage not. 
Well, I muſt hence. Thomas, conceive thus much; 
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Kite, By Heaven! it is not; that's enough. But, Thomas, 


It was a Trial of you when I meant 
So deep a Secret to you, I mean not this, 5 
But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this. ; 
But, Themas, keep this from my Wife, I charge you, ? 
Lock'd up in Silence, Midnight, buried here. | 
No greater Hell than to be Slave to Fear. Ext. 

Ch. Loek'd up in Silence, Midnight, buried here. 

W hence ſhould this Flood cf Paſſion, trow, take head? ha? 
Beſt dream no longer of this running Humour, 

For fear I fin«! the Violence of the Stream 

Already hath tranſportcd me fo far, 

That I can feel no Ground at all! but ſoft, 

Here is Company; now muſt I 
Enter Well bred, Edw. Kno'well, Brain-worm, Bobadil, 
Stephen. 

Mill. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good Jeſt, 
and excecdingly well carried! 

E Kno. Ay, and our Ignorance maintain'd it as well, 
did it not? | 

Well Yes, faith! but was't poſſible thou ſhould'ſt not 
know him? forgive Mr. Sephen, for he is Stupidity itſelf! 

E Kuo Pere Heav'n! not I. He had fo writhen him- 
ſelf into the Habit of one of your poor Infantry, your 
decay'd, ruinous, worm eaten Gentlemen of the Round. 

Well. Why, Brain worm, who would have thought 
thou hadit been ſuch an Artificer ? 

E Ko. Ap Artificer? An Architea! except a Man 
had ſtudied Begging all his Life, and been a Weaver 
of Language from his Lafancy, tor the Clothing of it! J 
never ſaw his Rival 

Il'ell. Where got'lt thou this Coat, 1 marvel? 

Brain, Of a Hounſiitch Man, Sir, One ef the Devil's 
near Kinfmen, a Broker. 

Exter Caſh. | 

Caſh Francis, Martin! nc'er a one to be found now? 
What a Spite's this? | 
ell. How now, Thomas, Is my Brother Kite/y ways ? 
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Caſo. No, Sir; my Maſter went forth e'en now; but 

Maſter Down-right is within. Cob! what Cob? is he 
gone too ? 

Well. Whither went yourMaſter? Thomas, canſt thou tell? 

Cath, I know not; to Juſtice Clement's, I think, Sir. Cob, 


Exit. Caſh. 

E. Kno. Juſtice Clement! what's he? | 

Well. Why, doſt thou not know him? he is a City Ma- 
giſtrate, a * here; an excellent good Lawyer, and 
a great Scholar: but the only mad merry old Fellow in 
Europe! I ſhew'd him you the other Day. 

E. Kno. Oh, is that he? Iremember him now. Good 
ſaith! and he has a very ſtrange Preſence, methinks; it 
ſhews as if he ſtood out of the Rank from other Men. I 
have heard many of his Jeſts i' the Univerſity. They ſay 
he will commit a Man for taking the Wall of his Horſe. 

Weil. Ay, or wearing his Cloke of one Shoulder, or 
ſerving of God: any thing indeed, if it come in the way 
of his Humour. 

Enter Caſh. 

Cab. Gaſper, Martin, C:b! Heart! where ſhould they 
be, trow ? 

B-b. Maſter Kizely's Man, pr'ythee vouchſafe us the 
Lighting of this Match. 

Ca, Fire on your Match, no Time but now to vouch- 
ſafe? Francis, Cob! 

Bob. Body of me! here's the Remainder of ſeven 
Pound fince Yeſterday was ſeven-night. Tis your right 
Trinidado! Did you never take any, Maſter Stephen? 

Step. No, truly, Sir! but I'll learn to take it now, ſince 
you commend it fo. 

Bob. Sir, believe me, upon my Relation, for what I 
tell you the World ſhall not reprove. I have been in the 
Indies, where this Herb grows, where neither myſelf, nor a 
Dozen Gentlemen more, of my Knowledge ſhave received 
the Taſte of any other Nutriment in the World, for the 
ſpace of one and twenty Weeks, but the Fume of this 
ſimple only. Therefore it cannot be but 'tis molt divine, 


eſpecially your Trinidado. Your Nicotian is good too: Ido. 


hold it, and will affirm it before any Prince in Europe, to 
be the moſt ſovereign and precious Weed that ever the 
Earth tendered to the Uſe of Man, 
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E. Ko. This Speech would have done decently in a 
Tobacco-Trader's Mouth ! 
Enter Caſh and Cob. 
Caſh. At Juſtice Clement's he is, in the middle of Co/e- 


man-/treet. Cab. O, oh! | 
Bob, Where's the Match I gave thee? Maſter Keys 
Cab. Here it is, Sir. [ Man? 


Cob. By God's- me! I marvel what Pleaſure or Felicity 
they have in taking this roguiſh Tobacco! it's good for 
nothing but to — a Man, and fill him ſull of Smoke 
and Embers. 

[ Bob. beats him with a Cudgel; Mat. runs away. 

All. Oh, good Captain! hold, hold! 

Pb. You baſe Scullion, you. 

Cao. Come, thou muſt needs be talking too, thou'rt 
well enough ſerv'd. 

Cob, Well, it ſhall be a dear Beating, an' I live! I 
will have Juſtice for this. | 

Bob. Do you prate? Do you murmur? 

[ Bob. beats him off. 

E. Kro Nay, good Captain, will you regard the Hu- 
mour of a Fool? 

Bob. A whorſon filthy Slave, a Dung-worm, an Ex- 
crement! Body o' C, but that I ſcorn to let forth ſo 
mean a Spirit, I'd have ſtabb'd him to the Earth. 

Well. Marry, the Law forbid, Sir. 

Bob. Ry Phar acb's Foot, f Would have done it, [ Ex, 

Step. Oh, he iwears admirably! By Pharaoh's Foot, 


Body of Cz/ar; I ſhall never do it, ſure; upon mins 


Honour, and by St. Gro-ge; no, I ha'nt the right Grace. 

Well. But ſoit, where's Mr. Matihew? gone? 

Brain. No, Sir; they went in here. 

eil. O, let's follow them: Maſter Marthezv is gone 

to ſalute his Miſtreſs in Verie. We ſhall have the Hap- 
pineſs to hear ſome of his Poetry now. He ncver comes 
unfurniſh'd. Brain-worm?#? 

Step Brain worm? Where? Is this Brain acorm? 

E. Ko. Ay, Coulin, no Woids of it, upon your 
Gentility. 

Step. Not I, Body of mc! by this Air, St. George, 
and the Foot of Pharach/ ! 
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Will. Rare! your Couſin's Diſcourſe is ſimply drawn 
out with Oaths. 

E. Kro. 'Tis larded with em. A kind of French Dreſſing, 
if you love it. Come, let's in. Come, Couſin, [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. A Hall in Juſtice Clement's 
Houſe. 


Enter Kitely and Cob, 
Rite Ha! How many are there, ſay'ſt thou? 
Cob. Marry, Sir, your Brother, Maſter elle 
Kite. Tut, beſide him: What Strangers are there, Man? 
Cob Strangers? let me ſee; one, two; maſs, I know 
not well, there are ſo many, 
Kite. How! ſo many? 
Cob. Ay, there's ſome five or ſix of them, at the moſt. 
Kite. A Swarm, a Swarm! 
Spite of the Devil, how they ſting my Head 
With forked Stings, thus wide and large! But, Cob, 
How lovg halt thou been coming hither, Cob? 
Cob. A little while, Sir. 
Kite Did'il thou come running? 
C:b. No, Sir. 
Kite Nay, then I am familiar with thy Haſte! 
Bane to my Fortunes; What meant I to marry? 
I, that before was rank'd in ſuch Content, 
My Mind at reſt too in ſo ſoft a Peace, 
Berg free Maiter of mine own Thoughts, 
And how become a Slave? What, never ſigh; 
Be of good Cheer, Man, tor thou art a Cuckold: 
'11s done, tis done! Nay, when ſuch ſlowing Store, 
Plenty itſelf, fall's in my Wite's Lap, 
The Cornuceyia will be mine, | know. But, Cob, 
What Entertainment had they? J am ſure 
My Siiter and my Wife would bid them welcome! Ha? 
Cob Like enough, Sir; yet | heard not a Word of it. 
Kite. No; their Lips were ſeal'd with Kiſſes, and the 
Drown'd in a Flocd of Joy at their Arrival, [ Voice 
Had loſt her Motion, State, and Faculty. 
Cob, which of them was't that hiſt kits'd my Wife? 
(My Siitcr, I ſhould ay) my Wite, alas, 
1 tear not her; Ha? Who was it, 1ſay'it thou? 
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Cab. By my troth, Sir, will you have the Truth of it? 

Kite. Ay, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. 

Cob. Then I am a Vagabond, and fitter for Bridewe/!, 
than your Worſhip's Company, if I ſaw any body to be 
kiſs'd, unleſs they wou'd have kiſs'd the Poſt in the 
middle of the Warehouſe; for there I left 'em all, at 
their Tobacco, with a Pox! 

Kite, How! were they not gone in then, ere thou cam'it? 

Cob. O, no, Sir! 

Kite. Spite o' the Devil! What do I ſtay here then? 
Cob, follow me. [ Extt, 
Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair, I have Eggs on the Spit. 
Now am I for ſome five and fifty Reaſons hammering, 
hammering Revenge: Nay, an' he had not lain in my 
Houſe 'twould never have griev'd me; but, being my 
Gueſt, one that I'll be {worn I lov'd and truſted; and he 
to turn Monſter of Ingratitude, and ſtrike his lawful 
Hoſt! Well, I hope to raiſe up an Hoſt of Fury for't. 
Fl to Juſtice Clement for a Warrant. Strike his lawful 
Hoſt! [ Exit. 
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A Room in Kitely's Houſe. 


Enter Down right and Dame Kitely. 


Down. E L L, Siſter, I tell you true: and you'll 
find it ſo, in the end, 

Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you. have me to- 
do? I cannot help it: You ſee my Brother brings em in 
here, they are his. Friends. 

Down. His Friends! his Friends! *Slud they do no- 
thing but haunt him up and down, like a ſort of unlucky 
Sprites, and tempt him. to all manner of Villany, that 
can be thought of. Well, by this Light, a little thing 
would make me play the Devil with ſome of 'em; — 
twere not more for your Huſband's ſake, than any thing 
elſe; I'd make the Houſe to hot for the beſt on em: 
they ſhould ſay, and ſwear, Hell were broken oſs ere 
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they went hence. But, by God's Will, tis no Body's 
faults but yours; for an' you had done, as you might 
have done, they ſhould have been parboil'd and bak'd 
too, every Mother's Son, ere they ſhould ha' come in 
e er a one of em. 

Dame. God's my Life! did you ever hear the like? 
What a ſtrange Man is this! Could I keep out all them, 
think you? 1 ſhould put myſelf againſt half a Dozen 
Men, ſhould 1? Good faith, you'd mad the patient'ſt 
Body in the World to hear you talk ſo, without any Senſe 
or Reaſon! | 
Enter Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Well bred, Stephen, 

Ed. Kno'we!l, Bobadil, ard Caſh 

Bridg. Servant, in troth, you are too prodigal 
Of you Wit's Treaſure, thus to pour it forth, 

Upon ſo mean a Subject as my Worth. 

Mat. You ſay well, Mifireſs; and I mean as well. 

Dewn. Hay-Day, here is ſtuff! 

Well. O, now ſtand cloſe: Pray Heav'n ſhe can get 
him to read; he ſhould do it of his own natural Impudency. 

Bridg Servant, what 1s this ſame, I pray you? 

Mat, Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd Toy 
Fl! read it if you pleaſe. 

Bridg. Pray you do, Servant. 

own. O, here's no Foppery! Death, I can endure 
the Stocks better. 

E Kno. What ails thy Brother? can he not bear the 
reading of a Ballad. 

Well. O, no; a Rhime to him is worſe than Cheeſe, or 
a Bagpipe. But, mark, you loſe the Proteſtation. 

Beh. Maſter Matthew, you abuſe the ExpeQation of 
pour Dear Miſtreſs, and her fair Siſter; Fie, while you 

ve, avoid this Prolixity. 

Mat. I ſhall, Sir. 

Rare Creature, let me ſpeak «vithoat Offence, 

Would Heav'n my rude Words had the Influence 

To ru. thy thoughts, as 7 fair Looks do mine, 

Then ſhozla'f? thou be his Priſoner, who ts thine. 
[Maiter Stephen anſwers with ſhaking his Head. 

E. Kno. sligbt, he ſhakes his Head like a Bottle, to 
feel an there be any Brain in it! 


Vell. 
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Well. Siſter, what ha' you here? Verſes? Pray yo 
let's ſee. Who made theſe Verſes? they are excellent Kr 

Mat O, Maſter Vell bred, tis your Diſpoſition to ſay 
ſo, Sir. They were good i the Morning, I made em 
extempore this Morning. 

Well How, extempore ? 

Mat I would I might be hang'd elſe: Aſc Captain 
Bobadil, He ſaw me write them at the—(pox on it) the 
Star yonder. | 

Step. Couſin, how do you like this Gentleman's Verles ? 
E. K O, admirable! the beſt that ever I heard, Coz l 
; 0 Body o' Cæſar ] they are admirable 
The beſt that ever I heard, as I am a Soldier. 

Down. I am vext, I can hold ne'er a Bone of me ſtill ! 
Heart, I think they mean to build and breed here. 

We/l. Siſter Kitely, 1 marvel you get you not a Servant 
that can rhime, and do Tricks too. 

Dawn. Oh, Monſter! Impudence itſelf, Tricks! Come, 
you might practiſe your Ruffian- tricks ſomewhere elſe, 
and not here, I wuſs: This is no Tavern, nor Drinking- 
School, to vent your Exploits in, 

Well. How now! whoſe Cow has calv'd ? 

Down. Marry, that has mine, Sir. Nay, Boy, never 
look aſkance at me for the matter; I'll tell you of it, ay, 
Sir, you and your Companions, mend yourſelves, when 
I ha' done? 

Well. My Companions ? 


You muſt have your Poets, and your Potlings, your Sol- 
dades and Foolados, to follow you up and down the City, 
and here they muſt come to domineer and ſwagger. Sir- 
rah, you, Ballad-finger, and Slops, your Fellow there, 
get you out; get you home: or, by this Steel, I'll cut 
of your Ears, and that preſently. 

Well. Sligbt, ſtay let's ſee what he dare do: cut off 
his Ears! cut a Whetſtone. You are an Aſs, do you ſee; 
touch any Man here, and by this Hand, I'll run my Ra- 
pier to the Hilts in you. 

Dewn Yea, that would I fain, Boy. 

[They all draw, and they of the Houſe make out to part them. 


Dame. 


Down. Ves, Sir, your Companions, fo I ſay, I am not, 
afraid of you nor them neither; your Hang. bys here. 


— 
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Dame. O Jeſu! murder! Thomas, Gaſper / 

Briag. Help, help, Themas. 

E. K Gentlemen, forbear, I pray you, 

Bob. Well, Sirrah, you, Ho/ofernes; by my Hand, I 
will pink your Fleſh full of Holes with my Rapier, tor 
this; I will, by this good Heav'n: Nay, let him come, 
Gentlemen, by the Body of St. George, I'll not kill him. 

[They offer to fight again, and are farted, 

Ca/4. Hold, hold, good Gentiemen. 

Down, You whorſon, bragging Coiſtril. 

Enter Kitely. 
Kite. Why, how now? what's the matter? what's the 
ſtir here? 

Put up your Weapons, and put off this Rage, 
My Wife and Siſter, they are Cauſe of this: 
What, Thomas, where is this Knave ? 

Ca. Here, Sir. 

ell. Come, let's go; this is one of my Brother's an- 


cient Humouts, this. [ Exit. 
Step. I am glad nobody was hurt by his ancient Humour, 
[ Exit. 


Kite. Why, how now, Brother, who inforc'd this Braul? 
Duwn. A ſort of leud Rake Hells, that care ne ther 
for God, nor the Devil: And they muſt come here to 
read Ballads, and Roguery, and Traſh; I' mar the 
Knot of em ere | flecp, perhaps; eſpecially Bob there: 
he that's all manner of thapes; and Song; and Sonnets 
his Fellow. Bot I'll follow 'em. [ Exit, 
Bridz Brother, indecd, you are too violent, 
Too ſudden in your Humour : 
There was one a civil Gentleman, 
And very worthily demcan'd himſelf. 
Kite. O, that was ſome Love of yours, Siſter. 
Bridge. A Love of mine? I would it were no worſe, 
Brother. You'd pay my Portion ſooner than you thiok 
for. [ Exit, 
Dame, Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a Gentleman of ex- 
ceeding fair Diſpoſition, and of very excellent good Parts. 
What a Coil and Stir is here? [ Exit. 
Kite. Her Love, by Heaven! 
Fair Diſpoſition, excellent good Parti: 
5 Death; 
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Death, theſe Phraſes are intolerable. 
Well, well, well, wel), well, well. | 
It is too plain, too clear: Timna, come hither, 
What, are they gone! 

Ca Ay, Sir, they went in. 
My Miſtreſs and your Siler 

Kite. Are ary of the Gallants within ? 

Ca. No, Sir, they are al! gone. 

Rite. Art thou ſure of it? 

Ca. | can aſſure you; Sir. 

Kite. What Gentleman was that they prais'd ſo, 
Thomas ? | 

Ca. One, they call him Maſter Kno'wwell, a handſom 
young Gentleman, Sir. 

Kite. Ay, I thouglit ſo: my mind gave me as much. 
I'll die, but they have him i' the Houle 
Somewhere; [I'll go and ſearch : go with me, Thomas. 
Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a Matter. [ Exeuzt. 


SCENE I. MoorFIELDS. 


Enter E. Kno'well, Well-bred, a Brain- worm. 

E. Kno. Well, Brain worm, perform this Buſineſs hap- 
pily, and thou make!t a purchaſe of my love for ever. 
ell. I faith, now let thy Spirits uſe their beſt Faculties; 
but at any hand remember the Meſſage to my Brother: 
for there's no other mcans to ſtart him out of his Houle. 

Brain, 1 warrar.t you, Sir, {ear nothing: I have a nim- 
ble Soul has wake all forces of my Phant'ſy by this time, 
and put em in tue Motion, What you have poſſeſt me 
withal, Hl diſcharge it amply, Sir. Make it no queſtion [ Ex. 

1, Forth, and proſper, Brain-worm. Faith, Ned, 
how doſt thou approve of my Abilities in this Device ? 

E. Kue. Troth, well, howſoever: but it will come 
excellent if it take, | 

Well. Take, Man? why, it cannot chooſe but take, 
if the Circumllances mitcarry not: but tell me ingenu- 
ouſly, doit thou affect my Silter Bridget, as thou pretend'ſt? 

FE. Kno. Friend, am 1 worth belief? | 

Vell. Come do not proteſt. In faith, ſhe is a Maid, 
of good Ornament, and much Modeſty: and, except [ 


conceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhould not have her. 


E. Kao. 
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E. Kno. Nay, that I am afraid will be a queſtion yet, 
whether I ſhall have her or no. [ſhale. 
Well. Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this Light, thou 

E. Kno. Nay, do not ſwear. 

Well. By this Hand, thou ſhalt have her: I'll go fetch 
her preſently. Point but where to meet, and as I am au 
honeſt Man, T'll bring her. 

E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. 

Well Why, by——what ſhall I ſwear by? thon ſhalt 
have her, as Ll am 

E. Ke. Pray thee, be at peace, I am ſatisfied: and 
do believe thou wilt omit no offered Occaſion, to make 
my Deſires compleat, 

Hell. Thou ſhalt ſee and know, Iwill not. [Exeunt, 

Enter Formal, and Kno'well. 

Form. Was your Man a Soldier, Sir? 

Kue. Ay, a Knave, I took him begging o' the way, 
This Morning, as I came over More-field; / 

Enter Brain worm. | 
O here he is! you have made fair ſpecd, believe me: 
Where, i' the name of Sloth, could ye be thu 

B. ai. Marry, Peace be my comfort, where I thought { 
ſhould have had little comfort of your Worſhip's Service. 

Nuo. How to? 

Brain. O, Sir! your coming to the City, your enter» 
tanment of me, and your ſending me to watch—indeed, 
all the Circumitances either of your Charge, or my Em- 
ployment, are as open to your Son, as to yourſelf! 

Kno How ſhould that be! unleſs that Villain, Brain 
Have told him of the Letter, and diſcover d [ worn 
All that I ſtrictly charg'd him to conceal ? 'tis ſo! 

Brain. | am partly o that faith, tis ſo, indeed. 

Ko. But how th.'!d he know thee to be my Man? 

Brain. Nay, Sir, | cannot tell; unleſs it be by the black. 
Alt Is not your Son a Scholar, Sir? 

Kro Yes, but J hope his Soul is not allied 
Unto ſuch helliſh practice: if it were, 

I had juſt cauſe to weep my part in him, 
And curſe the time of his Creation. 
But where didſt thou find them, Fitz Swerd? 

Brain. You ſhould rather aſk, where they found me, 
Sir; for I'll be ſworn I was going along in the Street, 

thinking 
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| 2 nothing, when (of a ſudden) a Voice calls, Mr. 
Kno'weil's Man; another cries, Soldier; and thus, half a 
dozen of em, till they had call'd me within a Houſe, 
where I no ſooner came, but out flew all their Rapiers 
at my Boſom, with ſome three or fourſcore Oaths to ac- 
company em, and all to tell me, 1 was a dead Man, if 
1 did not conſeſs where you were, and how | was im- 
ployed, and about what; which, when they could not 
get out of me (as I proteit they mult have diſſected me, 
and made an Anatomy of me firlt, and ſo I teld 'em) 
they lock'd me up into a Room i' the top of high 
Houſe, whence, by gieat Miracle, haviag a light Heart, 
I flid down by a Bottom of Packthread into the Street, 
and ſo ſcap'd. But, Sir, thus much I can aſſure you, 
for I heard it while | was lock'd up, there were a great 
many rich Merchants ard brave Citizens Wives with 
'em at a Feaſt, and your Son, Mr. Ediard, withdrew 
with one of em, and has pointed to meet her anon, at 
one Cob's Houſe, a Water bearer, that dwells by the 
Wall. Now, there your Worſhip ſhall be ture to take 
him, for there he preys, and fail he will not. 
Ko. Nor will | fail, to break his Match J doubt not. 
Go thou along with Juſlice Clement's Man, 
And ſtay there for me At one Cb's Houle, ſay'it thou? 
Brain. Ay, Sir, there you! ſhallhave him. [ Exie. Kno- 
well.] Yes? Invifible? Muca Wench, or much Sen! 
"Slight, when he has ſtaid there three or four Hours, 
travelling with the Expectation of Wonders, and at 
length be deliver d of Air: O, the Sport that I ſhould 
then take to look on him, if I durit! But now I mean 
to appear no more before him in this ſhape, 1 have 
another Trick to act yet. Sir, 1 make you ſtay ſome- 
what long. 
Form Not a Whit, Sir, | | 
You have been lately in the Wars, Sir, it ſeems. 
Brain. Marry have I, Sir, to my Lo's; and Expence 
of all, almoſt—— 
Form. 'Troth, Sir, I would be glad to beſtow a Pottle 
of Wine o' you, if it pleaſe you to accept ii 
Brain, O, Sir —— 
Form, But to hear the Manner of your Services and 
your Devices in the Wars, they ſay they be very n 
6 an 
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5 end not like thoſe a Man reads in the Roman Hiſtories, or 
2 ſees at Mile-End. N 
"i Brain. No, I aſſure you, Sir; why, at any time when 


. it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all 1 
- FF know, and more too, ſomewhat. 

f Form, No better Time than now, Sir: we'll go to the 
- Windmill, there we ſhall have a Cup of neat Grilt, as we call 
t it. I pray you, Sir, let me requeſt you, to the Windmill. 
Brain. I'll follow you, Sir, and make Griſt o' you, if 1 
) have good Luck. [ Exeunt, 
h Enter Matthew, Ed Kno'well, Bobadil, and Stephen. 

1 Mat. Sir, did your Eyes ever taſte the like Clown of 


him, where we were to day, Mr, eil bred's half Bro- 
ther? I think the whole Earth cannot ſhew his Parallel, 


t by this Day-light. a 3 

h E. Ko. We were now ipeaking of him: Captain 

„ Bobadil tells me, he is fall'n foul o' you too. 

e | Myt. O, ay, Sir! he threatned me, with the Baſtinado. 

« 8 Bib, Ay, but I think 1 taught you Prevention this 

8 Morning, for that—You ſhall kill him, beyond quel- 
tion: if you be ſo generouſly minded. 

1 Mat. Indeen it is a moſt excellent trick ! * 


Bb. O, you do not give Spirit enough to your Motion, 
you are too tardy, too heavy! O, it muſt be done like 


„ Lightning, hey? [ He pradtiſes at a Poſt. 
Mat. Rare Captain! 

Bob. Tut, 'tis nothing, an't be not done in a punto! 
1 E. Kno. Captain, did you ever prove yourſelf upon 
4 any of our Maiters of Defence here? 

8 Mat. O, good Sir! yes, I hope he has. 

Fe Bob, IT will tell you, Sir. They have aſſaulted me ſome 
a three, four, five, ſix of them together, as I have walk' d 


alone in divers Skirts o' the Town, where I baye driven | 
them before me the whole length of a Street, in the open | 
View of all our Gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe 


0 me. Vet all this Lenity will not obercome their Spleen; 
they will be doing with the Piſmire, raiſing a Hill, a ( 
© Man may ſpurn abroad with his Foot, at Pleaſure. By | 
my ſelf I could have ſlain them all, but I delight not in | 
Murder, I am loth to bear any other than this Baſtina- 'f 
d do for em: yet | hold it good Policy not to go diſarm'd, | 


for tho' I be ſkilful, I may be opprelſs'd with Multitades. 
E. 2 E. Kas. 


— 
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E. Kne. Ay, believe me, may you, Sir: and in my 
Conceit, our whole Nation ſhould tuſlain the loſs by it, 
if it were fo. 

Bob. Alas. no; what's a peculiar Man, to a. Nation ? 
mot ſeen. 

E. K. O. but your Skill, Sir! 

Bob. Indeed, that might be tome Loſs. but who re- 
fpeAs it ? I will tel} you, Sir, by the way of Private, and 
under Seal; I am a Gentleman, and live here obſcure 
and to myſelf: but, were I known to her Majeſty, and 
the Lords (obſerve me) I would undertake (upon this 
poor Head and Life) for the publick Benefit of the State, 
not only to ſpare the entire Lives of her Subjects in gene- 
Tal, but to ſave” the one half, nay, three parts of her 
yearly Charge in holding War, and againſt what Enemy 
ſoever And how would I do it, think you? 

E Ko Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Bob. Why thus, Sir. I would ſelect nineteen more to 
myſelf, throughout the Land; Gentlemen they ſhould be, 
of good Spirit, ſtrong, and able Conſtitotion; | would 
chooſe them by an Intiin, a Character that | have; and 
] would teach theſe Nineteen the ſpecial Rules, as your 
Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, your Imbrocca/a, your 
Paſjads, your Moentante: till they could all play very near, 
or altogether as well as myſelf, This done, ſay the 
Enemy were forty thonſand ſtrong, we Twenty would 
come into the Field the Tenth of March, or ther cabouts; 
and we would challenge Twenty of the Enemy; they 
could not, in their Honour, refuſe us; well, we would 
kill them; challenge Twenty more, kill them, Twenty 
more, kill them; Twenty more, kill them too; and thus 
would we kill every Man his Twenty a day; that's twenty 
Score, twenty Score, that's two Hundred; two Hundred 2 
Day, five Days a Thouſand ; forty "Thouſand ; forty times 
Five, five times Forty, two Hundred Days kill them all 
up by Computation. And this will | venture my poor 
Gentleman like Carcaſe to perform (provided there be no 
Treaſon practis d upon us) by fair and diſcreet Manhood, 
that is, civilly by the Sword 

E Ke. Why, are you ſo ſure of your Hand, Captain, 
at all times? 

Bob, Tut, never miſs Thruſt, upon my Reputation with 
you, | E. Kno. 
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E. Kno. I would not ſtand in Porn right's State then, an- 


you meet him, ſor the Wealth of any one Street in London. 


Bob. Why, Sir, you miſtake me! if he were here now, 
by this Welkin, I would not draw my Weapon on him! 
let this Gentleman do his Mind: But I will baſtinado 
him, by the bright Sun! wherever I meet him. 

Mat. Faith, and I'll have a Flingat him, atmy Diſtance. 

Enter Down right, walking over the Stage. 

E K»»2. God's ſo! look ye where he is; yonder he goes. 

Down. What peeviſh Luck have I, I cannot meet with 
theſe bragging Raſcals ? Bob. It's not he, is it? 

E. Ku. Yes, faith; it is he? 

Mat. I'll be hang'd, then, if that were he. 

E Ko. I aſſure you that was he. 

Step. Upon my Reputation, it was he. | 

Be. Had I thought it had been he, he muſt nat have gone 
fo: but | can hardly be induc'd to believe it was he, yet. 

E Kno. That I think, Sir. But ſee, he is come again! 

Down. O, Pfaroab's Foot! have I found you? come, 
draw, to your Tools: Draw, Gipſy, or I'll threſh you. 

Bob. Gentleman of Valour, I do believe in thee, hear 
me 

Dabu. Draw your Weapon, then, 

Bob. Tall Man, I never thought on it till now; Body 
of me! 1 had a Warrant of the Peace ſerved on me 
even now, as J came along, by a Water-bearer; this 
Gentleman ſaw it, Mr. datthery. 

Down. Sdeath, you will not draw, then? 

{ He brats him, and di arms him Matthew rum away. 

Hob. Hold, hold, under thy Favour, forbear. 

Doron. Prate again, as you like this, you whoreſon 
Foiſt, you. You'll control the Point, you? Your Conſort 
is gone; had he ſta:d, he had ſhar'd with you, Sir. [ Exit. 

E. Kno. Twenty, and kill 'em; twenty more, kill 
them too. Ha! ha! 

Bob, Well, Gen:lemen, bear witneſs, I was bound 
to the Peace, by this good Day. 

E Kno. No, faith, it's an ill Day, Captain, never 
reckon it other: but ſay you were bound to the Peace, 
the Law allows you to defend yourſelf: that will prove. 
but a poor Excule, | m 
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Beb. I cannot tell, Sir. I defire good Conſtruction, 
in fair fort. I never ſuſtain'd the like Diſgrace, by Hea- 
ven: ſure | was ſtruck with a Planet thence, for I had 
no power to touch my Weapon. : 

E. Aue. Ay, like enough, I have heard of many that 
have been beaten under a Planet: go, get you to a Sur- 
geon Slid, an' theſe be your Tricks, your Paſſado's, 
and your Montanto's, I'il none of them. 

Bob. I was Planet-ſtruck certainly. Exit. 

E. Nu. O. Manners! that this Age ſhovld bring 
forth ſuch Creatures] that Nature thould be at leiſure to 
make 'em ! Come, Coz 

Step. Maſs, I'll ha' this Cloke. 

E. K God's will, 'tis Dean -right's. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now; another might have ta'en 
it up as well as I: I'l] wear it, ſo I will 

E Kno. How, an' he ſee it? he'll challenge it, aſſure 
yourſelf, 

Step. Ay, but he ſhall not ha't; I'll fay, I bought it. 

E. Kno. Take heed you buy it not to dear, Coz. { Ex. 


SCENE III. A Chamber in Kitely's Houſe. 


Exter K'itcly and Caſh. 

Kite Art thou ſure, Thomas, we have pry'd into all 
and every part throughout the Houſe ? is there no By- 
place, or dark Corner has eſcap'd our ſearches ? 

Caſa. Tndeed, Sir, none; ther.* not a Hole or Nook 
unſearch'd by us, from the upper Loft unto the Cellar. 

Nite. They have convey'd him then away, or hid 
him in ſome Privacy of their own While we were 
ſearching of the dark Cloſet by my Siſter's Chamber, 
did'ſt thou nct think thou heard'ſt a ruſtling on the other 
Ade, and a ſoſt tread of Feet? 

Cab. Upon my Trath, I did not, Sir; or if you did, 
it might be only the Vermin in the Wainſcot; the 
Houſe is old, and over-run with tm. 

Kite. It is, indeed, Thomas — we ſhould bane theſe 
Rats—doſt thou underitand me—we will—they ſhall not 
harbour here; [I'll cleanſe my Houſe from em, if Fire 
or Poiſon can effect it — I will not be tormented thus — 
They knaw my Brain, and burrow in my Heart—I can- 
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Caf. Ido not underſtand you, Sir! Good now, what is't 
diſturbs youthus ? pray, be compos'd; theſe ſtarts of Paſſion 
have ſome cauſe, d fear, that touches you more nearly. 

Kite. Sorely, ſorely, Thema — it cleaves too cloſe to 
me—O me! [Sighs] Lend me thy Arm ſo, good Ca. 

Ca/h. You tremble and look pale! let me call Aſſiſtance, 

Kite. Not for ten thouiand Worlds Alas! alas! 
'tis not in Medicine to give me eaſe—here, here it lies. 

Cab What, Sir? | 

Kite Why, —nothivg, nothing — I am not ſick, yet 
more than dead; I have a burning Fever in my Mind, 
and loi g for that, which having, would deſtroy me. 

Caſb. Believe me, tis your Fancy's Impoſition; ſhut 
up your generous Mind from ſuch Intruders—I'll hazard 
all my growing Favour with you: I'll ſtake my preſent, 
my future Welfare, that ſome baſe whiſpering Knave, nay 
(pardon me, Sir,) hath in the beft and richeſt Soil, ſown 
ſeeds of rank and evil Nature! O, my Maſter, ſhould 
hey take root [ Laughing within, 

ite Hark! hark! doſt thou not hear ! what think'> 

thou now? are they not Laughing at me ?——They are, 
they are? they have deceiv'd the Wittol, and thus 
they triumph in their Infamy— This Aggravation is not 
to be born [ Laughing again. | hark, again! Caſh, do 
thou unſeen (tcal in upon em, and litten to their wanton 
Conference, 

Ca/h. 1 ſhall obey you, tho' againſt my will. [Exze, 

Kite Againit his will? ha! it may be ſo He's 
they've various 
Means to draw the unweary in; if it be fo, I'm loſt, 
deceiv'd, betray'd, and my Boſom (my full-fraught Bo- 
ſom) is unlock'd and open'd to Mockery and Laughter ! 
Heaven forbid ! He cannot be that Viper; ſting the 
Hand that rai:'d and cheriſh'd him! Was this itroke 
added, I ſhould be curs'd But it cannot be — no, it 
cannot be ! Enter Caſh. 

Caſh. You are muſing, Sir. 

Kite I aſk your pardon, Caſo, — aſk me not why 
I have wrong'd you, and am fſorry—'tis gone. 

Case. It you ſuſpect my Faith | 

Kite. I do not—ſay no more —and for my ſake let it 
die, and be forgotten Have you ſeen your Miltreſs, 
and heard hence was that Noiſe ? Ca. 
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Caf. Your Brother Maſter Mell. bred, is with 'em, and 

FT found em throwing out their Mirth on a very truly 

ridiculous Subject; it is one Formal, as he (tiles himſelf, 

and he appertains (ſo he phraiſes it) to Juſtice C/emen, 
and wou'd ſpeak with you. 

Kite With me! art thou ſure it is the Juſtice's Clerk ? 
Where is he? | 
Enter Brain-worm (as Formal.) 

Who are you, Friend ? [his Clerk. 
Brain. An Appendix to Juſtice Ciement, vulgarly call'd 
Kite. What are your Wants with we ? 

Brain. None. 

Kite Do you not want to ſpeak with me ? 

Brain. No but my Maſter does. 

Kite. What are the Juſtice's Commands? 

Brain. He doth not command, but intreats Maſter 

Kitely to be with him directly, having Matters of ſome 

Moment to communicate unto him. 


Kyze. What can it be ! ſay, I'll be wich him inſtantly, 


and if your Legs, Friend, go no faſter than your Tongue, 
I ſhall be there before you. 

Brain. | will. Vale. Exit. 

Kite, Tis a precious Fool, indeed /—I muſt go forth 
— But firſt, come hither, Thomas — I have admitted thee 
into the cloſe Receſſes of my Heart, and ſhew'd thee all 
my Frailties, Paſſions, every thing 
Be careful of thy Promiſe, keep good watch « 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 

Caſb. As Truth's ſelf, Sir 
But be aſſur'd you're heaping Care and Trouble 
Upon a ſandy Baſe ; ill-plac'd ſuſpicion 
Recoils upon yourſelf ——- She's chaſte as comely; 
Believe't ſhe is Let her not note your Humour ; 
Diiperſe the Gloom upon your Brow, and be 
As clear as her unſullied Honour. ſtheſe 

Kite 1 will then, Caſh- thou comfort'ſt me- I'll drive 
Fiend like Fancies from me, and be myſelf again. 
Think'ſt thou ſhe has perceiv'd my Folly ? Twere 
Happy if ſhe had not ſhe has not 
They who know no Evil will ſuſpect none. 

Co/h. True, Sir; nor has your Mind a Blemiſh now. 
This Change has gladden'd me Here's my Miſtreſs and. 
the reſt, ſettle your Reaſon to accolt em. Kits 
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4 Rite. I will, Cath, I will | 
Enter Well bred, Dame Kitely, and Bridget 
4 Well. What are you plotting, Rrother Ately, 
That thus of late you muſe alone, and bear | 
Such weighty Care upon your penſive Brow? [ Laughs, 
. Kite. Fi y Care is all for you, good ſneering Brother, 
e And well I with you'd take ſome wholſome Counſel, 
And curb your headſtrong Humours ; truſt me, Brother, 
* You were to blame to raiſe Commetions here, 
And hurt the Peace and Order of my Houſe, 
Well. No harm done, Brother, I warrant you, 
Since there is no harm done: Anger colts 
A Man nothing, and a brave Man is never 
His own Man till he be angry To keep 
His Valor in Obſcurity, is to keep himſelf, 
As it were, in a Cloke bag: What's a 
Muſfician unleſs he play? What's a brave 
Man unleſs he fight ? 
Dame, Ay, but what harm might have come of it, Brother? 
Well. What ſchool'd on both ſides ! Prithee, Bridget, ſave 
me from the Rod and Lecture. [Bridg ard Well. retire, 
Kite With what a decent Modeſty ſhe rates him! 
My Heart's at eaſe, and ſhe ſhall ſee it is 
How art thou, Wife ? thou look'ſt both gay and comely, 
In troth thou doſt——1 am ſent for out, my Dear, 
But I ſhall ſoon return — Indeed, my Life, 
Buſineſs that forces me abroad grows irkſome, 
I cou'd content me with leſs Gain and Vantage 
To have thee more at home, indeed [ cou'd. 
Dame. Your Doubts, as well as Love, may breed theſe 
Thoughts. 
Kite That Jar untunes me. [ {fde, 
What doſt thou ſay ? doubt thee ? 
I thou'd as ſoon ſuſpect my ſelf 
My Confidence is rooted in thy Merit, 
So fixt and ſettled, that wert thou inclin'd | 
To Maſks, to Sports, and Balls, where luſty Youth 
Leads up the wanton Dance, and the rais'd Pulſe 
Beats quicker Meaſures, yet I could with Joy, 
With Heart's eaſe and Security not but 
I had rather thou ſhou'dit prefer thy home 
And me, to Toys and ſuch like Vanities. 


No, no, 
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Dame. But ſure, my Dear, 
A Wife may moderately uſe theſe Pleaſures, 
Which Numbers, and the Time give ſanction to, 
Without the ſmalleſt Blemiſh on her Name. 


| Kite, And fo ſhe may—And I'll go with thee, Child, 


I will indeed I' lead thee there myſelf, 

And be the foremoſt Reveller.— I'll filence 

The Sneers of Envy, ſtop the Tongue of Slander ; 

Nor will I more be pointed at, as one 

Ditturb'd with Jealouſy 
Dam:. Why, were you ever ſo? 


Kite. What Y——ha! never, never ——ha, ha, ha! 


She ſtabs me home. [Afar] Jealous of thee ! 

No, do not believe it=—=ſpeak low, my love, 
Thy Brother will o'er hear us No, no, my dear, 
It could not be, it could not be for o 
What is the time now ?——] fhall be too late. 
No, no, thou may ſt be ſatisfied 

There's not the ſmalleſt ſpark remaining — 
Remaining ! What do I ſay ? there never was, 
Nor can, norever ſhall be fo be ſatisfy 'd—— 
Is C:b within there Give me a Kiſa, 

My Dear, there, there, now we are reconcil'd— 
Ill be back immediately Good · bye, good-bye— 


Ha! ha! jralous! I ſhall burſt my ſides with lavghtng ; 
Ha! ha! Cob, where are you, C:b ? Ha! hakb— [EExie. 
[Well. bred and Bridget come forward. 
Vell. What have you done to make your Huſband 
part ſo merry from you? He has of late been little given 


to Laughter. 


Dame, He laugh'd indeed, but ſeemingly without 
Mirth ; bis behaviour is new and ſtrange : he is much 
22 and has ſome Whimſy in his Head, that puz- 


zles mine to read it. 


Well, 'Tis Jealouſy, good Siſter, and writ ſo Jargely 
that the blind may read it; have not you perceiv'd it jet? 
Dame. If I have, 'tis not always prudent that my 
Tongue ſhou'd betray my Eyes, ſo far my Wiſdom tends, 
brother, and little more I boaſt of — But what 
makes him ever calling for Cob ſo? I wonder how he can 


employ him. 


. Woll, : 
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Hell Indeed, Sifter, to aſk how he employs Cab, is a 
neceſſary Queſtion for you, that are his Wife, and a thin 
not very eaſy for you to be ſatisty'd in But this, I 
aſlure you, Cob's Wife is an excellent Baud, Siſter, and 
oſten times your Huſband haunts her Houle : marry to 
what end, I cannot altogether accuſe him: imagine you 
what you think convenient, But I have known fair 
Hides have foul Hearts, cre now, Silter. 

Dame. Never ſaid you truer than that, brother; ſo 
much I can tell you for your Learning O, ho is this 
the Fruit of's Jealouſy ? I thought ſome Game was in 
the Wind, he acted ſo much Tenderneſs but now, but 
Ii be quit with him Thomas ! 

Enter Caſh. 
Fetch your Hat, and go with me; II get my Hood, 
and out the backward way. I would to Fortune I 


could take him there, 1'd return him his own, I warrant 


bim, I'd fit him for his Jealouly ! 

Il. Ha, ha! fo, e en let em go; this may make 

ſport anon What, Brain worm 7 
Enter Brain- worm. 

Brain. I ſaw the Merchant turn the Corner, and came 
back to tell you, all goes well; Wind and Tide, my 
Maſter. [Man ? 

ell. But how got'ſt thou this Apparel of the Juſtice's 

Brain. Marty, Sir, my p:oper fine Penman wou'd 
needs beftow tne Grilt o me at the Hindu, to hear 
{ome martial D:icourſe, where I ſo marihailed him, that 
made him drunk with Admiration : And becauſe too 
much Heat was the Cauſe of his Diſtemper, I flript him 
ſtark naked, as he lay along aſlcep, and borrow'd his 
Suit to deliver this counterfeit Meſſage in, leaving a rally 
Armour, and an old brown bill, to watch him 'till my 
Return: which ſhall be when I have pawn'd his Ap. 
patel, and ſpent the better Part of the Money, perhaps, 

Will. Well, thou art a ſücceſt ful merry Knave, Brains 
derm; his Abſence will be ſubje&t for more Mirth, I 
pray thee return to thy young Maſter, and will him to 
meet me and my Siſter Bridget at the Tower initantly ; 
for here, tell him, the Houſe is ſo ſtor'd with Jealouſly, 
there is no Room for Love to ſtand upright in We 
mult get our Fortunes committed to ſome large Priſon, 


ſay z 
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ſay; and then the Tower, I know no better Air, nor 
where the Liberty of the Houſe miay do us more preſent 
Service. Away. Exit. Brain. 

Bridg. What, is this the Engine that you told me of ? 
What farther Meaning have you in the Plot? 

Well. That you may know, fair Siiter-in law, how 
happy a thing it is to be fair and beautiful. 

Bridg. T hat touches not me, Brother. 

Weil. That s true; that's even the Fault of it; for, in- 
deed, Beau:y ſtands a Woman in no ſtead, unk is it pro- 
cure her 1ouching.— Well, there's a dear and well re. 
ſpected Friend ot mine, Sitter, ſtands very flrongly and 
worthily affected towards you, and hath vow'd to intiame 
whole Bone fires of Zcal at his Heart, in Honou of 

our Perfettiuns. I have already cngag'd my Promiſe to 
bring you where you {hall Lear him confirm much more. 
Ned Kni'w.el/ is the Man, Sitter. There's no Except on 
avainſt the Party; you are ripe for a Huſband, and a 
Minute's Loſs to ſuch an Occation is a great Treſpaſs in 
a wiſe Beauty. — What tay you, dier On my Soul, he 
loves you. Wil you give him the Meeting? 

Bride Faith, 1 had very little Confidence in my own 
Conſtancy, Brother, if I durit nct inect a Man: But ths 
Motion of yours lavours of an ole Kuight Adventurer's 
Servant, a little too much, methinks. 

Weil What's that, Sitter? 

Brig. Marry, of the Go between. 

Heli. No matter it it did; I wou'd be ſuch a one for 
my Friend. — hut Ice, who is return'd to hinder us. 

Zuter Kitely. | 

Kite What Villany is this? Call'd out on a falſe Me. 
ſage ! This was ſome Fioc, I was not ſent for. Bridget, 
where's your Siſier r 

Bridg. I think ſhe be gone forth, Sir. 

Kite. How! is my Waite gone forth? Whither, for 
Heaven's ſake? | | 

Bridy. She's gone abroad with 7hemas, 

Kite. Abroad wich Thomas! Oh, that Villain cheats me! 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my Wife; 

Beatt that | was to truſt him, Whither, I pray 
You, went ſhe? 
Bridg. I know not, Sir. 


Well. 
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Mell. I'll tell you, Brother, whither I ſaſpe& ſhe's gone. 

Kite. Whither good Brother? 

Well. To C:b's Houſe, I believe; but keep my Counſel, 

Kite. I will, Iwill. To C's Houſe! Does ſhe havnt 
there? : 

She's gone on purpoſe now to cuckold me 

With that leud Raſcal, who to win her Favour, 

Hath told her all- Why wou'd you let her go? 

Mell. Becauſe ſhe's not my Wife; if ſhe were, I'd keep 
her to her Tether. | 

Kite. So, ſo; now tis too plain.—1I ſhall go mad 
With my Misfortunes; now they poor in Torrents: 

I'm bruted by my Wife, betray'd by my Servant, 
Mock'd at by my Relations, pointed at by my Neighbours, 
Deſpis'd by myſelf — There is nothing left now | 
But to revenge myſelf firit, next hang myſelf; 
And then- —all my Cares will be over, [Exi. 

Bridg. He ſtorms moſt loudly ; furs you have gone too 
far in this. 

Hel. "Twill all end right, depend upon't.— Bat let 
us loſe no time; the Coaſt is clear; away, away; the Af. 
tzir is worth it and cries Haſte. 

Briag. 1 trutt me to your Guidance, Brother; and ſo 


| Fortune for us. [ Exeunt: 


* ah n 


i, ENTE: 1: 
ST OGCKS-MARAKET. 
Enter Matthew and Bobadil. 


Mat. Wonder, Captain, what they will ſay of my : 


oing away? Ha? 

Bib. Why, what ſhould they ſay? but 2s of a diſcreet 
Gentleman? quick, wary, ieſpectful of Nature's fair 
| ineaments: and that's all, | 

Mat. Why ſo! but wha: can they ſay of your Beating? 

Bob. A rude Part, a Touch with ſoft Wood, a kind 
of groſs Battery us'd, laid on ſtrongly, borne moſt pati- 
ently: and that's all. But wherefore do I wake this 
Remembrance? I was faſcinated, by Jupiter ! faicinated 
but I will be unwitch'd, _ reverg'd by Law, 
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Mat. Do you hear? is't not beſt to get a Warrant, and 
have him arreſted, and brought before Juſtice Cement! 

Bob. It were not amiſs, would we had it! 

Mat. Why, here comes his Man, let's ſpeak to him. 

Bob. Agreed; do you ſpeak. 

Enter Brain-worm as Formal, 

Mat. Save you, Sir. 

Brain. With all my Heart, Sir? 

Mat. Sir, there is one Down right hath abus d this 
Gentleman and myſeif, and we determine to make our 
Amends by Law; now, if you would do us the Favour 
to procure a Warrant to bring him before your Matter, 
you ſhall be well conſidered of, I aſiure you, Sir. 

Brain. Sir, you know my Service is my Living, ſuch 
Favours as theſe, gotten of my Matter, is his only Pre- 
ferment, and therefore, you mult conſider me, as 1 may 
make Benefit of my Place. 

Mar. How is that, Sir? 

Brain. Faith, Sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the 
Gentleman may be of great Account: yet, be what he 
will, if you will lay me down a brace of Angels in my 
Hand, you ſhall have it, otherwiſe not 

Mat. How ſhall we do, Capiain? he aſks a brace of 
Angels, you have no money. 

o6. Not a Crols, by Fortune. 

Mat. Nor |], as I am a Gentleman, but two Pence 
left of my two Shillings in the Morning {or Wine and 
Radiſh: let's find him ſome Pawn. 

Bob. Pawn? we have none to the value of his Demand. 

Mat. O, yes, 1 can pawn my Ring here. 

Bob. And harkee he, thall have my truſty Tole4 too. 
I belive 1 ſhall have no lervice for it to day. 

Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ore of Money 


- at this time, but you ſhail have good Pawns; look you, 


Sir, I will pledge this Ring, and that Gentleman his Te- 
ledo, becaule we would have it diſpatch'd. 
Brain. I am content; Sir; 1 will get you the Warrant 
preſently. What's his Name, ſay you? Down-right? 
Mat. Ay, ay, George Down right, 
Brain, Well, Gentlemen, I'll procure you this Warrant 
preſently ; but who will you bave to ſerve it? 
Mat. That's true, Captain; that mult be conſider'd. 


Beb. 


Every Man in his Humour. 63 


Bob, Body o' me, I knoiv not! 'tis Service of Danger! 
Brain, Why, you were beit get one of the Vallets o the 


City, a Serjeant, I'll appoint you one, if you pleaſe. 


Mat. Will you, Sir? why, we can wiſh no better. 
Bob. We'll leave it to you, Sir. [ Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 
Brain. This is rare! now will I go pawn this Cloke of 
the The juſtice's Man's at the Broker's for a Varlet's Suit, 
and be the Varlet my{clt; and ſo get Money on all ſides. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE II. Tie Street before Cob's Houſe. 


Enter Kno'well. 

Kno. O, here it is; I have found it no- Hoa, whe 
is within here ? [ Tib appears at the Window, 

. Iam within, Sir; what's your pleaſure? 

uo. To know who is within beſides yourſelf. 

Tih, Why, Sir, you arc no Conſtable, I hope? 

Kue. O, ferr you the Conſtable? then I doubt not 
you haue ſome Guelts within, deſerve that fear-——l'll 
tetch hum ſtraight. 726. For Heaven's (ſake, Sir—— 

Kno, Go io, come tell me, is not young Ano'well here? 
- "_ Young Kno'9we/l? I know none ſuch, Sir, o' my 

oneſty, 

Ks Your Honeſty, Dame! it flies too lightly from 
you: there is no way, but fetch the Conſtable. ; 

Tib, The Conſtable! the Man is mad, I think. 

Enter Caſh, and Dame Kitely 

Caf. Hoa! who keeps Houſe here? 

Kue. O, this is the female Copeſmate of my Son. 
Now ſhall I meet him ſtraight. [Ali. 

Dame. Knock, Thomas, hard. 

Ca/h. Hoa! good Wife. 

Tib, Why, what's the matter with you? 

Dame. Why, Woman, grieves it you to ope the Door? 
belike, you get ſomething to keep it ſhut, 

7ib. What mean theſe Queſtions, pray you? 

Dame. So ſtrange you make it! Is not my Huſband here! 

Kno. Her Huſband! Asia. 

Dame. My try'd and faithful Huſband, Maſter Kral). 

Tib, I hope he needs not to be try'd here. 

Dame. Come hither, CI ſee my Turtle coming 
te his haunts; let us n, | LT retire. 
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K. This muſt be ſome Device to mock me withal 
Soft—who is this ?—Oh! 't s my Sou Ciſgais'd, 
I'll wateh him, and ſurprize him. | 
Enter Kitely, nuf in a Clote. 
Kite. Tis truth, I fee, there the ſculks. 
But I will fetch her from her Hold | will 
I tremble ſo, I ſcarce have power to do the Julice 
Her Infamy demands. 
IA Kitely goes forward, Dame Kitcly and Kno'well lay 
Be of him. 
No. HaveItrapp'd you, Youth? you can't eſcape me now. 

Dame. O, Sir! have I foreſtall'd your honell Market? 
Found your cloſe Walks! you ſtand amaz'd 
Now, do you ? Ah, hide, hide your Face for ſhame! 
T'faith, I am glad I have found you yet at laſt. 

What is your Jewel, tro? in, come let's ſce her; fetch 

Forth the wanton Dame If the be fairer 

In any honeſt Judgment, than myſelf, 

I'll be content with it; but the is change; 

She feeds you Fat, ſhe ſooths your Appetite, 

And you are well. Your Wife, an honeſt Woman, 

Is Meat twice ſod to you, Sir. O, you Treacher? 
Nr. What mean you, Woman? let go your hold 

J ſee the Counterfeit——1I am his Father, and claim him 

as my Own | 

Kite.” ¶ Diſcovering bimſelf.) I am your Cuckold, and 
claim my Vengeance. 

Dame. What, do you wrong me, and inſult me too? 
Thou ſaithleſs Man! 
Kite. Out on thy more than Strumpet's Impudence 
Steal'ſt thou thus to thy Haunts? and have | taken 
Thy Bawd, and thee, and thy Companion, 

This hoaro- headed Letcher, this old Goat, 
Cloſe at your villany, and would' thou ſcuſe it, 
With this ſtale Harlot's Jeſt, accuſing me? 
O, old Incontinent, doſt thou not ſhame 
To have a Mind ſo hot? and to entice, 
And feed the Enticements of a luſtful Woman? 
Dame. Out, I defy thee, diſſembling Wretch ! 
Kite, Defy me, Strumpet? aſk thy Pander here, 
Can' be deny it, or that wicked Elder? : 
Kno. Why, hear you, Sir 


Caſs, 
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C2. Maſter, 'tis in vain to reaſon while theſe Paſſions 


blind you I'm griev'd to ſee you thus. 
Kite. Tut, tut, never ſpeak, I ſee thro' every 
Veil you caft upon your Treachery : but I have 
Done with you, and root you from my Heart for ever. 
For you, Sir, thus I demand my Honour's due; 
Reſolv'd to cool your Luſt, or end my ſhame. [ Draws? 
uo. What Lunacy is this? put up your Sword, and 
undeceive yourſelf—no Arm that e'er pois'd Weapon can 
affright me. But I pitty Folly, nor cope with Madneſs. 
Kite. I will have Proofs— I will— ſo you good Wife- 


Bawd, Cob's Wife; and you that make your Huſband 


ſuch a Monſter, and you, young Pandar, and old Cuck- 
old-maker, I'll ha' you every one before the Juſtice — 
nay, you ſhall anſwer it; I charge you go. Come forth, 
thou Bawd. (Goes into the Houſe, and brings out Lib. 

Ano, Marry, with all my Heart, Sir; I go willingly, 
Tho' I do taſte this as a Trick put on me, 
To puniſh my impertinent ſearch ; and juſtly ; 
And half forgive my Son for the Device. 

Kite. Come, will you go ? 

Dame. Go, to thy ſhame believe it, 

Kite. Tho' ſhame and ſorrow both my Heart betide, 
Come on—T muſt, and will be ſatisfy'd. [ Exeunt; 


SCENE III. STrock's-MaARKET. 


Euter Brain- worm. 

Brain, Well, of all my Diſcuiſes yet, now am I moſt 
like myſelf; being in this Serjcant's Gown, A Man of 
my preſent Profeſſion, never counterfeits, 'till he lays 
hold upon a Debtor, and ſays, he reſts him; for then 
he brings him to all manner of unreſt. A kind of little 
Kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a Mace, made 
like a young Artichoke, that always carries Pepper and 
Salt in itſelf. Well, I know nut what Danger I undergo 
by this Exploit; pray Heaven, I come well off. 

Enter Bobadil, and Mr. Matthew. 

Mat, See, I think, yonder is the Varlet, by his 
Gown. Save you, Friend; are you not here by appoint- 
ment of Juſtice Ciement's Man ? 

Brain. Yes, ant pleaſe you, Sir: he told me two Gen- 
temen had will'd him to procure a Warrant from his 
F Maſter 
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Maſter (which I have about me) to be ſerv'd. on one 
Down-right." 

Mat. It is honeſtly done of you both; and ſee where 
the Party comes, you mult arreſt ; ſerve it upon him 
quickly, before he be aware 

Enter My. Stephen in Down-right's Cole. 

Bob. Bear back, Maſter Matthew. : 

Brain. Maſter Down-rig-t, I arreſt you i' the Queen': 
Name, and muſt carry you before a Jultice, by virtue o 
this Warrant. ! 

Step. Me, Friend? I am no Doron. right, I. I am 
Maſter Stephen; you do not well to arreſt me, I tell you 
truly: I am in no body's Bonds or Books, I would you 
ſhould know it. A Plague on you heartily, for making 
me thus afraid before my time. a 

Brain, Why, now you are deceived, Gentlemen? 

Bes, He wears ſuch a Cloke, and that deceived us: 
But ſee, here he comes, indeed! this is he, Officer. 

Enter Down right. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull! are you turn'd 
Filcher of late ? come, deliver my Cloke. 

Step. Your Cloke, Sir? I bought it even now, in 
open Market. 

Brain. Maſter Down right, I have a Warrant, I muſt 
ſerve upon you, procur'd by theſe two Gentlemen. 

Down. Theſe Gentlemen ? theſe Raſcals ? 

Brain. Keep the Peace, I charge you in her Majeſty'sName. 
Down, I obey thee. What mult I do, Officer ? 
Brain Go before Maſter Juſtice Cement, to anſwer what 

they can object againſt you, Sir. I will uſe you kindly, Sir. 
Mat. Come, let's before, and make the Jullice, Cap- 
tain [ Exit. 

Bob, The Varlet's a tall Man, before Heav'n! [ Exit. 

Down. Gull, you'll gi' me my Cloke ? 

Step. Sir, I bought it, and I'll keep it. 

Down, You wil? | 

Step. Ay, that 1 will, 

Dawn. Officer, there's thy Fee, arreſt him, 

Brain. Maſter Stephen, I muſt arreſt you. 


Step. Arreſt me, I ſcorn it. There, take your Cloke, 
Tu none on't. 


Dawn. 
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Down. Nay, that ſhall not ferve your turn, now, Sir, 


Officer, I'll go with thee to the Juſtice's:: — him along. 


Step. Why, is not here your Cloke, what wo 
Down. Il ha' you anſwer it, Sir. 
Brain. Sir, I'll take your Word; and this Gentleman's 
too : for his Appearance. 

Down, I'll ha' no Words taken. Bring him 2 8 

Brain. So, ſo, I have made a fair maſh on't. 

Step. Mult I go? 

Brain. I know no Remedy, Maſter Szepher, 

Down. Come along before me, here. I do r not love 
your hanging Look behind. 

Step, Why, Sir. I hope you cannot hang me for it. 
Can he, Fellow ? [ſure ! 

Brain. I think not, Sir. It is but a whipping matter, 

Step. Why then let him do his worſt, I am reſolute. [ Exe. 


SCENE IV. A Hall in Juſtice Clement's 
Houſe. 


Enter Clement, Kno'well, Kitely, Dame Kitely, Tib, 
Caſh, Cob, and Servants. 


Clem, Nay, but ſtay, ſtay, give me leave: My Chair, 
Sirrah. You, Maſter Kno-we/l, ſay you went thither to 
meet your ſon. 

Kao Ay, Sir. 

Chem. But who directed you thither ? 

Kno. That did mine own Man, Sir. 

Clem. Where is he? 

Kno. Nay, I know not, now; I left him with your 
Clerk: And appointed him to ſtay here for me. 

Clem. My Clerk ? About what time was this ? 

Kno. Marry, between One and Two, as I take it. 

Clem. And what time came my Man with the falſe 
Meſſage to you, Maſter Kirely ? 

Kite Aſter Two, Sir. 

Clem. Very good: But, Mrs. Kireh, how chance it has 
you were at Co6's ? ha? 

Dame. An' pleaſe you, Sir, I'll tell you : My Brother 
Mell. bred told me, that Cob's Houſe was a ſufpetedPlace— 

Clem So it a s, methinks : but on. 

Dame. And that my Husband us'd thither daily. 

Cem. No matter, ſo he us d himſelf well, * 


d you have? 
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Dane. True, Sir, bat you know what grows by ſuch 
| Hunts, oftentimes. 
Clem. I ſee rank Fruits of a jealous brain, Miftreſ 
2 but did you find your Huſband there, in that Caſe, 
ou ſuſpected ? 
ite. I found her there, Sir. 

Clem. Did you ſo? that alters the Caſe, Who gave 
you Knowledge of your Wife's being there ? 

Kite. Marry, that did my Brother Mell. bred. 

Clem How, WeH-bred firſt tell her? then tell you after ? 
where is Well bred? 

Kite. Gone with my Siſter, Sir, I know not whither. 

Clem. Why, this is a mere Trick, a Device ; you are 
gull'd in this molt groſly, all ! Alas, poor Wench, wert 
thou ſuſpe Ned for this 5 4 

Tib. Yes, and't pleaſe you. 

Clem. I ſmell Miſchief here, Plot and Contrivance, 
Maſter Kitcly. However, if you will ſtep into the next 
Room with your Wife, and think coolly of matters, you'll 
find ſome Trick has been play'd you l fear there have 
been Jealouſies on both parts, and the Wags have been 
merry wich you. 

Kite. I begin to feel it ——1'!! take your Counſel 
Will you go in, Dame? 

Dame. Fil have Juſtice, Mr. Kitely ? ¶ Exc. Kite. aud D. 

Cem. You will be a Woman, Mrs. Kitely, that I ſee 
How now, what's the matter ? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there's a Gentleman i'th' Court without, 
deſires to ſpeak with your Worſhip. 

Clem. A Gentleman! what's he? 

Serv. A Soldier, Sir, he ſays. 

Cam. A Soldier! My Fs quickly: A Soldier ſpeak 
with me! Stand by, I will end your matters anon—Let 
the Soldier enter,. now, Sir, what ha' you to ſay to me ? 

Enter Bobadil, and Matthew. 

Bob. By your Worſhip's Favour———— 

Clem Nay, keep out, Sir, I know not your pretence, 
you ſend me word, Sir, you are a Soldier; why, Sir, you 
ſhall be anſwer'd, here, here be them have been among 
Soldiers. 1 mA PR | 4 p 
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Bob. Faith, Sir, fo it is, this Gentleman and myſelf, 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten by one 
Down-right, a courſe Fellow, about the Town here, and 
for mine own part, I proteſt, being a Man in no ſort given 
to this filthy Humour of Quarrelling, he hath aflaulted 
in the way of my Peace; deſpoil'd me of mine Honour; 
diſarm'd me of my Weapons; and rudely laid me _ 
in the open Streets: when I not ſo much as once offer 
to reſiſt him | 

Cn. O, God's precious! is this the Soldier? lie thy. e, 
my Sword, *rwill make him ſwoon, I fear; he is not nt 
to look on't that will put up a Blow. Peace. 

Mat. - An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he was bound to the 

Clem. Why, an' he were, Sir, his Hands were not 
bound, were they ? 

Serv. There's one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, has 
brought two Gentlemen, here, one upon your Worſhip's 

Clem. My Warrant? Warrant. 

Serv. Yes, Sir, The Officer ſays, procur'd by theſe two. 

Clem. Bid him, come in. Set by this Picture What Mr. 
Down-right ! are you brought at Mr. Fre water'sSuit here? 

Enter Down. right, tephen, and Brain- worm. 

Dewn, I'faith, Sir. And here's another brought at my 


Clem, What are you, Sir? [ Suit, 
Step. A Gentleman, Sir? O, Uncle! | : 
Clem. Uncle? who, Maſter Kno"well? © | 


Kno, Ay, Sir, this is a wiſe Kinſman of mine. | 

Step, God's my Witneſs, Uncle, I am wrong'd here 
monftrouſly, he charges me with ſtealing of his Cloke, 
and would I might never ſtir, if I did not find it in the 
Street, by chance 8 ere · while. 

Den O, did you find it, now? you ſaid you bought it 

Step. And you ſaid I ſtole it; nay, now my Uncle is 
here. I'll do well enough with you 5 . 

Clem. Well, let this breathe a while; you, that have 
cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: Had you my War- 
rant for this Gentleman's Apprehenfion? 

Bob. Ay, an't pleaſe your Worſhip - [you it? 

Clem. Nay, do not ſpeak in Paſſion ſo: Where had 

Bob. Of your Clerk, Sir. Brink Yandel, 

Clem, That's well, an my Clerk can make Warrants, 


| and my Hand not at em! Where is the Warrant? Officer, 


have you it? Brain, 
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Brain. No, Sir, your Worſhip's Man, Maſter Formal, 
bid me do it for theſe Gentlemen, and he would -be my 
Diſcharge. | 

Clem. Why, Maſter Down right, are you ſuch a Novicy 
to be ſerv d, and never ſee the Warrant? 

Dewn. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. 

Clem. No, how then ? 

Dewn. Marry, Sir, he came to me, and faid, he muff 
ferve it, and he would uſe me kindly, and ſome 
(em. O, God's pity, was it io, Sir? he mutt ſerve it? 
give me a Warrant; I muſt ſerve one go - you Knave, 
you Slave, you Rogue, do you ſay you mult, Sirrah? 
away with him to the Jail, I teach you a Trick for 
your muft, Sir. | 

Brain. Good Sir, I beſeech you be good to me. 

Clem. Tell him, he ſhall tothe Jail, away with him, I ſay, 

Brain. Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it ſhall be for 
committing more than this: 1 will not loſe by my Travel 
any grain of my Fame cettain, {Throws off bis Diſguijs, 

Clem, How is this? | 

Kno, My Man, Brain-worm! | 

Step, O yes, Uncle, Brain. werm has been with my 
Couſin Edward ard I all this Day. 

Cum. I told you all, there was ſome Device, 

Brain, Nay, excellent E ſince I have laid myſelf 
thus open to you; now, ſtand ſtrong for: me; both with 
your Sword. and your Balance, , .  . 

Clem, Body o' me, a merry Knavel Give me a Bowl 
of Sack: If he belong to you, Maſter Nu well, I beſpeak 
your Patience. 

Brain. That is it I have moſt need of, Sir, if you'll 
pardon me only, I'll glory in all the reſt of my Exploits. 

Kio. Sir, you know | love not to have my Favours 
come hard from me. You have your Pardon; though I 
ſuſpect you ſhrewdly for being of Counſel with my Son 
againſt me. | | 

Brain. Ves, faith, I have, Sir; though you retain d mo 
doubly this Morning for yourſelf; firit, as Brain worms 
after, as Fit · Sauord. I was your reform'd Soldier, Sir. 
Twas I ſent you to Cob's upon the Errand without End. 

Kao. Is. it poſſible! or that thou ſhould'ſi diſguiſe thy- 
ſelf ſo as I ſhould. not know thee? im . 
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Brain. O, Sir! this has been the Day of my Meta- 
morphoſis! It is not that Shape alone that I have run 
through to-day. I drought Matter A/ely a Meſlage too, 
in the Form of Maſter Juftice's Man here, to draw him 
out o' the way, as well as your Worſhip; while Maſter 
Well-bred might make a Conveyance of Miſtreſs Bridget 
to my young Maſter. 

Kno. My Son is not married, I hope! 

Brain. -Faith, Sir, they are both as ſure as Love, a 
Prieſt, and three thouſand Pound, which is her Portion, 
can make em: and by this Time are ready to beſpeak 
their wedding Supper at the Mind. mill, except ſome Friend 
here prevent em, and invite em home. 

Clem. Marry that will I, I thank thee for putting me in 
mind on't. — go you and fetch em hither upon 
my Warrant, Neither's Friends have cauſe tv be forry, 
if I know the young Couple aright. But, | pray thee, 


what haſt thou done with my Man Formal? 


Brain Faith, Sir, after, fome Ceremony paſt, as mak 
ing him drunk, firſt with Story, and then with Wine (but 
alf in Kindneſs) and ſtriping him to his Shift; I left bim 
in that cool Vein, departed, fold your Worſhip's Warrant 
to theſe two, pawn'd his Livery for that Varlet's Gown 
to ſerve it in; and thus have brought myſelf, by my 
Activity, to your Worſhip's Conſideration. 

Cm. And I will. confider thee in a Cup of Sack, 
Here's too thee, which having drank off, this is my Sen- 
tance. Pledge me. Thou hait done, or atlitted to noth- 
ing in my Judgment, but deſerves to be pardon'd for the 

it o the Offence. Go into the next Room; let Matter 


 Kitely into this whimſical Buſineſs, and if he does not 


forgive thee, he has jleſs Mirth in him than an honeſt 
Man ought to have. How now ! Who are theſe? 
, © Enter Ed. Kno'well, Well bred, and Bridget. 
O, the young Company. Welcome, welcome; Give 
you Joy. Nay, Miltre(s Briage?, bluſh not; you are not 
ſo freſh a Bride, but the News of it is come hither be- 


tore yOu. Maſter Bridegroom, I have made your Peace, 


give me your Hand; 40 Will J for all the reit, ere you 
rſake my Roof. | e 
All. We are the more bound to your Humanity, Sir. 
Cm Only theſe two have ſo little of Man in em 
they are ao part of my Care, 
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„Step. And what ſhall I dos * 

Clem. O! I had loſt a Sheep, an' he not bleated. 
Wby, Sir, you ſhall give Mr. Deus right hie Cloke'; 
and I will intreat him to take it. A Trencher and a 
Napkin you ſhall have in the Buttery, and keep Cob and 
his Wife Company here; whom I will intreat firſt to be 
reconcil'd; and you to endeavour with your Wit to _ 
em ſo. Step. I'll do my beſt. 182 

Cn. Call Maſter Ke ws his Wife, there. 

Enter Mr. Kitely and Dame Kicely, 2 od 

Did I not tell you there was a Plot againft,you 2.) Dia 1 
not ſmell it out, as a wile Magiſtrate ont? Have not 
you trac'd, have not you found it, Eh ! Maſter Kite? : 
Kite. 1 have —] confeſs m Folly, and own 1 — 
deſerv'd what I have ſuffer'd for it. The Trial has been 
ſevere, but it is paſt. All I have to ask now, is, that a8 
my Folly is cur'd, and my Perſecutors forgiven, my 
Shame may be forgotten. 

Cem. That will depend upon ycurſelf, Maſter Kitely ; 
do not you yourſelf create the Food for Miſchief, and the 
Miſchievous will not prey upon you.-But come, let a 
general Reconciliation go round, and let all Diſcon- 
tents be laid aſide, —You, Mr. Dewn-right, put of your 
Anger.—You, Maker Kng'zve!}, your Cares.—And. do 
you, Maſter Kize/y and your Wife, put off your Jealouſies. 

Kite. Sir, thys they go from me, kiſs me, my Wile. 
See, what a drove of Horns fly in the Air, 2 
Wing'd with my cleanſed, and my credulous Breath! 
Watch 'em, ſuſplcidus Eyes, witch where they fall. 
See, ſee} on Heads, that think they've none at all! 
O. what a plenteous World of this will come, | 
When Air rain Horns, all may be ſure of ſome! —_: 

Clem.) Tis well, is well! This Night we'll dedicate to 
Friendſhip, Love, and Laughter. Maſter Brid oom, 
take your Bride, and lead everyone a Fellow. Here is 
my Miſtreſs. — Brain aber to whom all my Addreſſet 

of Courtſhip mall have their Reference, Whoſe Adven« 

ures this Day, when our Grand-children ſhall bear 10 

made a Fable, I doubt, not but it ſhall: find both 
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